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INTRODUCTION. 


BEGGAR PLAYER. 
B EG GAR. 


T F Poverty be a Title to Poetry, I am ſure no-body 
can diſpute mine, I own myſelf of the Company 


of Beggars; and I make one at their Weekly Feſ- 


tivals at St. Gzles's. I have a ſmall Yearly Salary for 


my Catches, and am welcome to a Dinner there when 
_- ever I pleaſe, which is more than maſt Poets can ſay. 


Player. As we hve by the Mules, 1t 1s but Gratitude 
in us to encourage Poetical Merit wherever we find it, 


The Muſes, contrary to all other Ladies, pay no Diſ- 
tinction to Dreſs, and never partially miſtake the Pert- 
_ neſs of Embroidery for Wit, nor the Modeſty of Want 
for Dulneſs. Be the Author who he will, we puſh 
his Play as far as it will go. So (though you are in 


Want) I wiſh you ſucceſs heartily. 
Beggar. This piece I own was originally writ for the 
celebrating the Marriage of James Chaunter and Moll 


Lay, two moſt excellent Ballad-Singers. I have 1ntro- 


duced the Similes that are in all your celebrated Operas : 
The Swailow, the Moth, the Bee, the Ship, the Flower, 


&c. Beſides, I have a Priſon-Scene, which the Ladies 


always reckon charmingly pathetic. As to the Parts, I 
have obſerved ſuch a nice Impartiality to our two Ladies, 


that it is impoſlible for either of them to take Offence. 


I hope I may be forgiven, that I have not made my 


Opera throughout unnatural, like thoſe in vogue; for I 


have 


10 INTRODUCTION. 
have no Recitative; excepting this, as I have conſented 
to have neither Prologue nor Epilogue, it muſt be al- 
lowed an Opera in all its Forms, The Piece indeed 
| hath been heretofore frequently repreſented by ourſelves 
in our Great Room at St. Giles 8, ſo that I cannot too 
often acknowledge your Charity in en! it now on 
the Stage. 
Player. But I fee it is time for us to withdraw; the 
Actors are preparing to begin. Play away the Over- 
— I. Exeunt. 
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SCENE I. 
8 C E N E, Peachum's Houſe, 


Peachum h tling at 4 7 able w6ith a large Bock of Accents, 
before hum. 


AIR I. An old Woman clothed in Gray, Ce. 
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HIROUGH all the Employments of Life 
Each Neighbour abuſes his Brother 
Ii hore and Rogue they call Huſband and FW: Je. 


All Profeſſiuns be- rogue one another : 


The Prieſt calls the Lawyer a Cheat, 
The Lawyer be-knaves the Divine: 
And the Mateja man, becauſe he's ſo great, 


© 20 3 


Thanks 1. is Trade as Honest as mine. 


A Lawyer 


20 The BEGG AR OPERA. Act f. 
A Lawyer is an honeſt Employment, ſo is mine. Like me too 34 
he acts in a double Capacity, both againſt Rogues and for em; 


for 'tis but fitting that we ſhould protect and encourage Cheats, 
ſince we live by "them. 


* 

8 

* 0 
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I 

Peachum, Filch. 2 

EY 

Bus, Sir Bla Aol hath ſent word her Trial comes on in * 
the Afternoon, and ſhe hopes you will order Matters ſo as to 

bring her off. + 

Peach. WW hy, ſhe may plead her Belly at worlt ; to my Cave n 

ledge ſhe hath taken care of that Security. But, as the Wench  . 


15 very active and induſtrious, you may ſatisfy her that P11 ſoften 1 
the Evidenc 3 
Filth, Tom 3 Sir, E found guilty. ; 
Peach. A lazy Dog! When! took bim the time before. 1 told * 

him what he would come to if he did not mend his Hand. This is 
Death without Reprieve. I may venture to Book bim. [vrites.] 
For Tom Gare, forty Pounds. Let Betty Sly know that I'll ſave 
her from Tran/portation, for I can get more by her ſtaying in 
. "md, 
25 Filth. Betty hath brought more Goods into our Lock to-year ' 
than any five of the Gang; and in truth, *tis a Pity to lofe ſo 
ben = Customer. 
Deacbh. If none of the Gang take her off, ſhe may, in the com- 
mon coutſe of Bufineſs, live a Twelve- month longer. I love to 
ler Women ſcape. A god Sportſman always lets the Hen Par- 
fridges fly, becauſe the Breed of the Game depends upon them. 1 
£9408, here the Law allows us no Reward ; there is nothing to 7 
be gat by the Death of Women —— except our Wives. 
Lie, Without diſpute, ſhe is a fine Woman! Twas to her 
I was obliged for my Education, and (to ſay a bold Word) the 
hath trained up more young Fellows to the Buſineſs than the 
Gaming table. 
Peach. Truly, l thy Obſervation is right. We and the 
Zurgeons are more Lcholden to Women than all the Profeſſions 
Mac: ſides: 


AIR 
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n; 1 
ts, ATR II. The bonny gray-ey'd Morn, &c. 
1TH 
3 ve » 
j 
. « n HUNTS. ii n 
1 b | . 1 
bx otic 
in 2 : 2 77 > 
to 3 1— 
— VII 1 CAL. N 3 
WW - : 5 | * * 58 2 2 
ch [ = —_ — 
* F lch. 'Tis Noman that jeduces all Mankind, 
— By her we firſt were zaught the wheedling Arts : 
old Her very Eyes can cheat ; win moſt ſhe's hind, 
SiS She tricks us of our Maney with our Hearts. i 
.] For her, like Wolves by Night we roam for Prey, 
ave _ And practiſe ey'ry Fraud to bribe her Charms 
1 i Fer Suits of Love, like Law, are won by Payr, 
1 And Beauty m, be fee d into our An ni. 
to Peach. But make haſte to Ne nee "Fo and let my Friends 
know what I intend ; for I love to make them eaſy one Way ot 
me? Fother. 
740.2 Filth, When a Gentleman is Jong kept in ſuſpence, Penitence 
we” may break his Spirit ever after. Beſides, Certainty gives a Man a 
Ms \ ood Air upon his Trial, and makes him riſk another without 
to Fear or Scruple. But Ply away, for 'tis a Pleaſure to be the Meſs 
1 ſenger of Comfort to F niends 1 in Affliction. | 
ſhe nnd 124» 3 
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Peachum. 


But ? tis now high time to look abput me for 2 decent Exe- 
eutien againſt next Seſftons. I hate a lazy Rogue, by whom 
| Z 3 | one 


22 The BEGG AR's OPERA. Ac i. 


one can get nothing 'till he is hang'd. A Regiſter of the Gang, 
Reading.] Crook-tinger'd Jack. A Year and a half in the Ser- 
vice; Let me ſee how much the Stock owes to his Induſtry; one, 
two, three, four, five Gold Watches, and ſeven Silver ones. A 


mighty clean-handed Fellow! Sixteen Snuft-boxes, five of them 


of true Gold. Six Dozen of Handkerchiefs, four filver-hilted 


Swords, half a Dozen of Shirts, three T'ye-Periwigs, and a Piece 
of Broad-Cloth. Conſidering theſe are only the Fruits of his 
leiſure Hours, I don't know a prettier Fellow, for no Man alive 


hath a more engaging Preſence of Mind upon the Road. Hat 


Dreams, alias Brown [ill, an irregular Dog, who hath an under- 


 h:nd way of diſpoſing of his Goods. T'll try him only for a Seſ- 
ſions or two longer upon his Good-behaviour. Harry Paddington, 


a poor petty-larceny Raſcal], without the leaſt Genius; that Fellow, 


though he were to Jive theſe fix Months, will never come to the 
_ Gallows with any Credit. Slippery Sam; he goes off the next 
Seſſions, for the Villain hath the Impudence to have Views of fol- 


lowing his Trade as a Tailor, which he calls an honeſt Employ- 
ment. Mat of the Mint; liſted not above a Month ago, a pro- 
miſing ſturdy Fellow, and diligent in his way; ſomewhat too bold 


and haſty, and may raiſe good Contributions on the Public, if + 
he does not cut himſelf ſhort by Murder. Tom Tipple, a guzzling 
ſoaking Sot, who is always too drunk to ſtand himſelf, or to make 

others ſtand. A Cart is abſolutely neceſlary for him. Robin of 


Bag het, alias Gorgon, alias Bluff Bob, alias Carbuncle, alias Bob 


Booty. 
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7 Peachum, Mrs. Peachum. Pts ” 
Mrs. Peach. What of Bob Booty, Huſband ? I hope nothing 
bad hath betided him. You know, my Dear, he's a favourite“ 


Cuſtomer of mine. *Twas he made me a preſent of this Ring. 5 
Peach. J have ſet his Name down in the Black Liſt, that's all, 


my Dear; he ſpends his Life among Women, and as ſoon as his 5 
Money is gone, one or other of the Ladies will hang him for the 


Reward, and there's forty Pound loſt to us for- ever. 
Mrs. Peach, You know, my Dear, I never meddle in matters 
of Death; I always leave thoſe Affairs to you. Women indeed 
are bitter bad Judges in theſe caſes, for they are ſo partial to the 
Brave that they think every Man handſome who is going to the 
Camp or the Gallows, © N 3 
AIR 
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any Winch Venus's Girdle wear, 
Though ſhe be never ſs ugly; 
Lilies and Rejes will quickly appear, 
And ber Pace book wondrous ſmugly. 
Beneath the le eft Ear ſo fit but a Cord, 
(A Rope fo charming a Zone is 1) 
The Youth in his Cart hath the Air of a Lord, 
And we cry, There dies an Adonis! - 


| But really, Huſband, you ſhould not be too ha. hearted, for 


you never had a finer, braver ſet of Men than at pretent. We 
have not had a Murder among them all, theſe ſeven Months. 
And truly, my Dear, that is a great Bleſſing. 

Peach. What a dickens is ine Woman always A whimiciop 


about Murder for? No Gentleman is ever look'd upon the worſe 


for killing a Man in his own Defence; and if Buſineſs cannot be 

carried on without it, what would you have a Gentleman do ? 
Mrs. Peach. If Ll am in the wrong, my Dear, you muſt ex- 

cuſe me, for no uy can help the F railty of an over- ſerupulous 


5 Conſcience. 


Peach, Murder is as . a Crime as a Man can be guilty 


of. How many fine Gentlemen have we in Newgate every 
Fear, purely upon that Article ! If they have wherewithal to 
perſuade the Jury to bring it in Manſtaughter, what are they the 


worſe for it? So, my Dear, have done upon this Subject. Was 


Captain Macheath here this Morning, for the Bank- Notes he left 


with you laſt Week ? 

Mrs. Peach. Yes, my Dear; and though the Bank hath ſtopt 
Payment, he was fo chearful and fo aorecable | | Sure there is 
not a finer Gentleman upon the Road than the Captain! if he 


B 4 comes 


24 
comes from Bag ſpot at any reaſonable Hour, he hath promis'd to 
make one this Evening with Polly and me, and Bob Booty at a 


Act... QA Coe OE ar ef . 
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Party of Quadiille. 


The BEGGAR's OPERA. AQ J. 


Pray, my Dear, is the Captain rich ? 
Peach. IJ he Captain keeps too good Company ever to grow rich, 


tain hath not more Difcretion. 


Marybone and the Chocolate-houles are his Undoing. The Man 

that propoſes to get Money by Play ſhould have the Education 
of a fine Gentleman, and be train'd up to it from his Youth. 
Mrs. Peach. Really, I am forry upon Pollys Account the Cap- 

What Buſineſs hath he to keep 

Company with Lords and Gentlemen ; he ſhould leave them to 

prey upon one another. 


Peach, Upon Polly's Account! What, A Plague, does the 


Woman mean? 


Upon Polh's Account! 


Mrs. Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the Girl. 


Peach. 


And what then ? 
Mrs. Peach. If I have any Skill in the Ways of Women, I 
am ſure Polly thinks him a very pretty Man. 
Peach. And what then ? You would not be ſo mad to have the 
Wench marry him | Gamefters and Highwaymen are generally 

very good to their Whores, but they are very Devils to their Wives, 
Mrs. Peach. But if Pely ſhould be in Love, how ſhould we 
help her, or how can ſhe Pele herſelf! Poor Girl, I am in che . 
utmoſt Concern about her. 


Al R IV. Why is Tau faithful Slave diſdain'd ? c. 


If Love 3 Nirgin's Heat i Inv a 


How, like a Moth, the ſimple Maid 
Still plays about the Flame ! 

I ſoon ſhe be not made a life, 

Her Honour's ſing d, and then for Life, 


895 — woat I dare not name. 
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Peach, 


— 
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Peach. Look ye, Wife. A handſome Wench in our way of 
Buſineſs is as profitable as at the Bar of a Temple Coffee-Houſe, 
who looks upon it as her livelihood to grant every Liberty but 
one. You ſee I would indulge the Girl as far as prudently we can, 


In any thing, but Marriage! After that, my Dear, how ſhall we 


be ſafe? Are we not then i in her Huſband's Power? For a Huſ- 
band hath the abſolute Power over all a Wife's Secrets but her 
own. If the Girl had the Diſcretion of a Court-Lady, who can 
have a Dozen young Fellows at her Ear without complying with 
one, I ſhould not matter it ; but Polly is Tinder, and a Spark will 


at once ſet her on a F lame. Married ! If the Wench does not 


know her own Profit, ſure ſhe knows her own Pleaſure better 
than to make herſelf a Property! My Daughter to me ſhould be, 
like a Court-Lady to a Minifter of State, a Key to the whole 


Gang. Married! If the Affair is not already done, Til territy 
her from it, by the Example of our Neighbours. 


Mrs. Peach. May-hap, my Dear, you may injure the Girl. 


She loves to imitate the fine Ladies, and ſhe may only allow the 


Captain Liberties in the view of Intereſt. 
Peach. But *tis your Duty, my Dear, to warn the Girl againſt 
her Ruin, and to inſtruct her how to make the moſt of her 


'k Beauty. Tm £0 to her this moment, and ſift her. In the mean 


time, Wife, rip out the Coronets and Marks of theſe Dozen of p 
Czmbric Handkerchiefs, for I can dif poſe of them this Aste nden | 
to a Chap in the yh 


BP ILLDGLDE) Sn d S de 
N E . 
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Never was a Man more out of the way in an Argument than 
my Huſband ! Why muſt our Pelly, forſooth, differ from her dex, 
and love only her Huſband ? And why muſt Polly's Marriage, 
contrary to all Obſervations, make her the leſs followed by other 


| Men? All Men are Thieves in Love, and like a Woman tho 
better for being another's Property. 
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A I R V. Of all the ſimple Things we do, &c. 
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A Maid is lite the Golden Ore, 

Which hath Guineas intrinſical in't, 
IV hoſe Fin th is never known, before 

It is try'd and impreſl in the Mint. 

A Wife's like a Guinca in Gold, 
Stampit with the Name of her Spouſe 3 
Now here, now there; is baught, or 15 fold 5 
And is current in 2 
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2 Peachum, Filch. 


Mrs. Prach. Come hither, Filch. J am as fond of this Child, 
as though my Mind miſgave me he were my own. He hath as 


fine a Hand at picking a a Pocket as a W oman, and is as njmble- 


finger'd as a Juggler. If an unlucky Seſſion does not cut the 


in Hiſtory. 


Rope of thy Life, I pronounce, Boy, thou wilt be a great Man 
Where was your Poſt laſt Night, my Boy ? 
Filch. I ply'd at the Opera, Madam; and conſidering 'twas 


neither dark nor rainy, ſo that there was no great Hurry i in get- 


g Chairs and Coaches, made a tolerable Hand on't. Theſe 
ſeven Handkerchiefs, Madam. 

Mrs. Peach. Colour'd ones, I ſee. They are of ſure Sale from 
our Warehouſe at Redriff among the Scamen. 

Filch. And this Snuff- box. 

Mrs. Peach. Set in Gold! A pretty Encouragement this to a 


young Beginner. 
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between Captain Macheath and our Polly? 
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Filch. 1 had a fair Tug at a charming Gold Watch. Pox take 
the Tailors for making the Fobs ſo deep and narrow ! It ſtuck by 
the way, and I was forc'd to make my Eſcape under a Coach, 


Really, Madam, I fear I ſhall be cut off in the Flower of my 


Youth, ſo that every now and then (ſince I was pumpt) I have 
Thoughts of taking up and going to Sea. | 
Mrs. Peach. You ſhould go to Hockley in the Hole, and to 
Marybone, Child, to learn Valour. Theſe are the Schools that 
have bred ſo many brave Men, I thought, Boy, by this time, 
thou hadſt loſt Fear as well as Shame. Poor Lad! how little does 
he know as yet of the O/4- Baily / For the firſt Fact I'Il inſure 
thee from being hang'd ; and going to Sea, Fileb, will come time 


enough upon a Sentence of Tranſportation. But now, fince you 


have nothing better to do, ev'n go to your Book, and learn your 


Catechiſm; for really a Man makes but an ill Figure in the Or- 
dinary's Paper, who cannot give a ſatisfactory Anſwer to his Que- 


ſtions. But, hark you, my Lad. Don't tell me a Lye; for you 
know I hate a Liar. Do you know of any thing that hath paſs'd 


Filch. J beg you, Madam, don't aſk me; for J muſt either 


tell a Lye to you or to Miſs Polly; for I promis'd her I would 


not tell. 


Mrs. Peach. But when the Honour of our Family is con- 


cern'd — „„ ee fo 
Filch. I ſhall lead a ſad Life with Miſs Polly, if ever ſhe comes 
to know that I told you. Beſides, I would not willingly forfeit 
my own Honour by betraying any body. 5 
Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my Huſband and Ph. Come, 
Filth, you ſhall go with me into my own Room, and tell me the 


whole Story, I'Il give thee a Glaſs of a moſt delicious Cordial 
that I keep for my own drinking. 9 


Ss ,d 
Sy S CE NE VII. | 
Peachum, Polly. 


Polly. J know as well as any of the fine Ladies how to make the 
moſt of myſelf and of my Man too. A Woman knows how to be 


mercenary, though the hath never been in a Court or at an Al- 


ſembly. We have it in our Natures, Papa. If I allow Captain 
AZacheath ſome trifling Liberties, | have this Watch and other vi- 


 fible Marks of his Favour to ſhew for it. A Girl who cannot grant 


ſome Things, and refuſe what is moſt material, will make but a 
poor hand of her Beauty, and ſoon be thrown upon the Common. 
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AIR VI. What ſhall I do to ſhew how much 
I love her, Ge. 
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Virgins are lite the fair Flower i in its Luftre, 
Which in the Garden enamels the Ground 3 
N. car it the Bees in play flutter and duſter, 
And gaudy Butterfiies frolick around. 
But, when once pluck'd, "tis no longer alluring, 
0 Covent-Garden 'i ſent, (as yet fiveet, ) 
There fades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 
Kats, Aiinks, and dies, and is trod under feet. 


Ne You know, Poll, I am not againſt your toying and 


trifling with a Cuſtomer in the way of Buſineſs, or to get out a 
Secret, or ſo. But if I find out that you have play'd the Fool 


and are married, you Jade you, III cut your Throat, Hully, 


| Now you know my Mind, 


2558 


SCENE 
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Peachum, Polly, Mrs, Peachum, 
AIR VII. Oh Londen is a fine Town. 
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7 of | | 
| Mrs. Peachum, in a very great Paſſion. 
Our Polly is a ſad Slut! nor heeds what we have taught her. 
I wonder any Man alive will ever rear a Daughter! ” 
For ſhe muſt have bath Hoods and Gowns, and Hozps to fevell her Pride, 
Mith Scarfs and Stays, and Gloves and Lac; and ſhe will have 
Men t,, 8 = 
And when ſbe's dreſt with Care and Coft, all tempting, fine and gay, 
As Men ſhould ſerve a Cucumber, ſbe flings herſelf away. | 
Our Polly is a ſad Slut! &c. . 
You Baggage ! you Huſly ! you inconſiderate Jade ! had you 
been hang'd, it would not have vex'd me, for that might have 
been your Misfortune; but to do ſuch a mad thing by Choice; 
The Wench is married, Huſband. 4 „ 
Peach. Married! the Captain is a bold Man, and will riſk 
any thing for Money; to be ſure he believes her a Fortune. Do 
you think your Mother and I ſhould have liv'd comtortably ſo 
long together, if ever we had been married? Baggage 
Mrs. Peach. I knew ſhe was always a proud Slut; and now the 
Wench hath play'd the Fool and Married, becauſe forſooth ſhe 
would do like the Gentry, Can you ſupport the Expence of a 
Huſband, Huſſy, in Gaming, Drinking and Whoring? Have 
you Money enough to carry on the daily Qyarrels of Man and 
Wife about who ſhall ſquander moſt ? There are not many 
Husbands and Wives, who can bear the Charges of plaguing one 
another in a handſom Way. If you muſt be marricd, could you 
introduce no body into our Family but a Highwayman? Why, 
thou fooliſh Jade, thou wilt be as ill-us'd, and as much neglected, 
as if thou hadſt married a Lord! 
| | Peach, 


7 ͤ ew ce fo Re No 
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Peach. Let not your Anger, my Dear, break through the 
Rules of Decency, for the Captain looks upon himſelf in the Mi- 
litary Capacity, as a Gentleman by his Profeflion. Beſides what 
he hath already, I know he is in a fair way of getting, or of 
dying; and both theſe ways, let me tell you, are moſt excellent 
Chances for a Wife. Tell me, Huſly, are you ruin'd or no ? 
Mrs. Peach. With Polh's Fortune, ſhe might very well have 


gone off to a Perſon of Diſtinction. Yes, that you might, you 


pouting Slut! 1 
Peach. What is the Wench dumb ? Speak, or I'll make you 
plead by ſqueezing out an Anſwer from you. Are you really bound 


Wife to him, or are you only upon liking ?  [ Prnches her. 


Path. Oh tF----: [ Screaming. 
Mrs. Peach. How the Mother is to be pitied who hath handſom 


Daughters! Locks, Bolts, Bars, and Lectures of Morality are 
nothing to them: They break through them all. They have as 


much Pleaſure in cheating a Father and Mother, as in cheating 


we Cards, - 1 | 5 . 
Peach. Why, Polly, I ſhall ſoon know if you are married, by 


| Macheath's keeping from our Houſe. 


AIR VIII. Grim King of the Ghoſts, &c. 
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Polly. Can Love be controbd by Advice © 
Mill Cupid our Mothers obey? 
Though my Heart were as frozen as Ice, 
At his Flame *twould have melted away. 
l hen he kift me ſo cloſely he preſt, 
Tiba fo fwcet that I muſt have comply d:? 
So I thought it both ſcjeſt and beſt 
To marry, for fear you ſhould chids. 
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Mrs. Peach. Then all the Hopes of our F amily are gone for 
ever and ever! 

Peach. And Macheath may hang his Father and Mother-in- 
law, in hope to get into their Daughter's Fortune. 

Polly. 1 did not marry him (as *tis the Faſhion) coolly and 


deliberately for Honour or Money. But, I love him. 


Mrs. Peach. Love him! worſe and worſe ! I thought the Girl 


had been better bred. Oh Huſband, Huſband ! her Folly makes 


me mad! my Head Finn” I'm ditraQed | [ 10 can't ſupport myſelf 


Oh! | [ Faints. 
Peach. See, Wench, to what a Clin you have reduc'd 


_ your poor Mother! a Glaſs of Cordial, this inſtant. How the 
poor Woman takes it to heart | 


[Polly goes out, and returns with it. 


Ah, Huſſy, now this is the only Comfort your Mother has left! 


Pely. Give her another Glaſs, Sir! my Mama drinks double 


the Quantity whenever ſhe is out of Order. This, you lee, 
| fetches her. 


Mrs. Peach. The Girl ſhews ſuch a Regine and ſo eich 


Concern, that I could almoſt find in my Heart to forgive her. 
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AIR IX. O Femy, O Jenny, where haſt thou been. 
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O Polly, n, might have tey'd and fis. 
By keeping Alen iff you Ahe on, 
Poll y. But he ſo teaz'd me, 
5 And he fo pleas'd me, 1 
Nat I did, you muſt have done. 


Mis. Peach, Not with a Highwayman. ——- You forry Slut 

Peach. A Word with you, Wife. *Tis no new thing for a 
| Wench to take Man without Conſent of Parents. You know 
"Us the Frailty of Woman, my Dear. 

Mrs. Peach. Yes, indeed, the Sex is frail. But the firſt time 


[ a. Woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſomewhat nice methinks, for 


then or never is the time to make her Fortune. After that, ſhe 
* hath nothing to do but to guard herſclf from being found out, 
| and {he may do what the pleaſcs. 

Peach. 


4 me * 
» 4 


— 2. „ 4) 2 ERR 


Huſſy. 


32 The BEGG AR's OPERA. Act ]. 
Peach, Make yourſelf a little eaſy; I have a Thought ſhall 
ſoon ſet all Matters again to rights. Why fo melancholy, Polly? 


ſince what is done cannot be undone, we mult all endeavour to 


make the beſt of it. 
Mrs. Peach. Well, Polly; as far as one Woman can forgive 
another, 1 forgive thee. Tour Father is too fond of you, 


Paß. Then all my Sorrows are at an end. 
Mrs. Peach. A mighty likely Speech in troth, for a Wench 
who is juſt married! 


AIR X. Thomas, J cannot, Sc. 


2 = BY p 3 5 a dn. 
| | _| 1 BB "Oe | L 
1 \ wy | 1 1 
—Pp | — * 
e _ 2 LY _—_ 
. 1 A 1 | 
9 | 
> e 25 "Ri FTI: 
Aj TH, 222 
1 1 fr 2 —— : cs 1 — 5 
2 92 7 495 EEHL 
; - Z. | 7 1.1k-1 Le 


Poly. x 5 like a Shis i in Stor ans, TAS we; : 
Tiet afraid to put in to Land: 
Lor ſeix d in the Port the J gel I's I; JA 
14. hoſe Treaſure is contreband. 
The IWaves are laid, 
My Duty's paid. 
O Fey beyond Expreſſin ! 
Thus, ſafe a ſvores 


J aſk na mere, 


Ay All is in iny Poſe ion. 


Peach; I hear Cuſtomers i in bother Room: Go, talk with * em 
He But 
: 1 ye, Child, if 'tis the Gentleman who was here Yeſterday 


Poly; but come to us again, as ſoon as they are gone. 


about the Repeating Watch; ſay, you believe we can't get Intelll- 


gence of it 'til] to-morrow. For I lent it to Sky Stradale, to make _ 
a figure with it to- night at a Tavern in Dreaury-Lane. If other 
Gentleman calls for the Silver-hilted Sword; you know Beeile- 
brow'd Jemmpy hath it on, and he doth not come from Tunbridge 


*rill TU Night ; 0 that it cannot be had 'till then. 
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Peachum, Mrs. Peachum. 


Peach, Dear Wife, be a little pacified, Don't let ee run 
away with your Senſes. Pelly, I grant you, hath done a. raſh thing. 

Mrs. Peach. If ſhe had only an Intrigue with the Fellow, 
why the very beſt Families have excus'd and huddled up a Frailty 
of that ſort. 'Tis Marriage, Huſband, that makes it a Blemiſh. 

Peach. But Money, Wife, is the true Fuller's Earth for Re- 
putations, there is not a Spot or a Stain but what it can take out. 
A rich Rogue now-a-days is fit Company for any Gentleman; 
and the World, my Dear, hath not ſuch a Contempt for Roguery 
as you imagine. I tell you, Wife, 1 can make this Match turn 
to our Advantage. . 

Mrs. Peach. J am very tenſible, He d that Captain Mac- 
heath is worth Money, but J am in doubt whether he hath not 


two or three Wives already, and then if he ſhould die in a Seſhon 


or two, Polly's Dower would come into Diſpute; 
Peach, That, indeed, is a Point which ought to be conlider' 4 


AI R XI. A Soldier and a Sailor. 
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A F.x may fleal your Hens, Sir, 
A IWhore your Health and Pence, Sir, 
Your Daughter rob your Cheſt, Sir, 
Your TFife may fleal your Reft, Sir. 
A Thief your Goofs and Plate. 
; 0 
But 


* * 
FF 


laſt Night, | 
There is not a Fellow that is cleverer in his way, and 
ſaves more Goods out of the Fire than Ned. But now, Polly, to 


34 The BE GGGARS OPERA. Act ]. 
5 this is all but picking, 
Vith Reſt, Pence, Cheſt and Chicken ; 
1 ever was decreed, Sir, 
If Lawyer's Hand is fee d, Sir, 
7 "BWW FOG. your whole Eflate. 


The Lawyers are bitter Enemies to thoſe in our Way. They 
don't care that any body ſhould get a clandeſtine Livelihood but 
themſelves. 


FFF 


„„ 
Mrs. Peachum, Peachum, Polly. 


Polly. Twas only Nimming Ned. He brought in a Damask 
Window-Curtain, a Hoop- Petticoat, a pair of Silver Candleſticks, 


a Periwig, and one Silk Stocking, from the Fire chat happen'd 


Pea 


your Affair; for Matters mult not be left as ey: are. You are 


married then, it ſeems ? 


Pally. Les, Sir. | 
Peach. And how do you propoſe to live, Child ? 


Polly. Likeother Women, Sir, upon the Induftryof my Huſband, 
Mrs. Peach. What, is the Wench turn'd Fool? A Highway-_ 


man's Wife, like a Soldier's, hath as little of his Pay, as of his 
Company. 

Peach. And had not you the common Views of a Gentlewoman 
in your Marriage, Pally ? 

Pilly. J don't know what you mean, Sir. 

Peach. Of a Jointure, and of being a Widow. 

Polly. But I love him, Sir; how then could [ have Thoughts 
of parting with him? 

Peach. Parting with him! Why, this is the alle Scheme and 
Intention of all Marriage-Articles. The comfortable Eſtate of 
Widow- hood, is the only Hope that keeps up a Wife's Spirits. 
Where is the Woman who would ſcruple to- be a Wife, if the had 


it in her Power to be a Widow, whenever ſhe pleas'd? If you 


have any Views of this ſort, Poly, I ſhall think the Match not 
to very unreaſonable. 

Pzli;z, How I dread to hear your Advice ! | Yet I muſt beg you 
to explain yourſelf. Peach. 
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1 Senne what he hath got, have him peach'd the next 


Beflions, and then at once you are made a rich Widow. 


Pelly. What, murder the Man I love ! The Blood runs cold 
gt my Heart with the very thought of it. 
Peach. Fie, Poly! What hath Murder to do in the Affair? 
Fince the thing ſooner or later muſt happen, Idare ſayſthe Captain 
himſelf would like that we ſhould get the Reward for his Death 
fooner than a Stranger. Why, Poly, the Captain knows, that as 
tis his Employment to rob, fo tis ours to take Robbers; every 


Man in his Buſineſs. 


1 80 that there is no Malice in the Caſe. 
Mrs. Peach. Ay, Husband, now you have nick'd the Matter. 
To have him peach'd is the only thing could ever r make n me for- 


know my Heart. 


82 


8 


I cannot ſurvive him, | 


Poly. What is a Jointure, what is Widow- hood to me? 


10 dive 2 
A 1 R XII. Now ponder well, ye Parents dear. 
—— "TIE 2 : & PEG 
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5 Polly. O ponder well ! be not ſevere; 
% So ſave a wretched Mie 
* For on the Rope that hangs my Dear 
3 Depends poor Polly's Life, 
Mrs. Peach. But your Duty to your Parents, Hufly, oblices 
vou to hang _ What would many a Wife give for ſuch an 
Þ Opportunity | 
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to thy very Sex. 


dutiful. 
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AIR XIII. Le printems rapelle aux armes. 
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De Turtle thu with plaintive Crying, 
Her Lover dying, 
The Turtle thus with plaintive C Hing, 
Laments her Dove. 
Down ſhe drops quite ſpent with Sighing 
Pair d in Death, as pair d i in Love. 


Thus, Sir, it * happen to your poor Polly. 7 
Mrs. Peach. What, is the Fool in Love in earneſt then? J 15 
hate thee for being particular: Why, Wench, thou art a Shame 


Polly. But hear me, Mother. If you ever loy 4d 

Mrs. Peach. Thoſe curſed Play-Books ſhe reads have bon her 
Ruin. One Word more, Hully, and J ſhall knock your Brains 
out, if you have any. 

Peach. Keep out of the way, Pilh, for fear of Miſchief, and | 
confider of what is propoſed to you. 


Mrs. Peach. Away, Huſſy. Hang your Huſband, ane. be | 


$06 N R xt 


Ars. Pech Peachum. 


[Polly IHning.] ol 

Mrs. Peach, The Thing, Huſband, muſt and ſhall be done. 

For the ſake of Intelligence we muſt ks other Meaſures, and 

have him peached the next Seſſion without her Cohſent. If ſhe. 
Will not know her Duty, we know ours. 

| | Peach. 
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Act I. The BEGGARs OPERA. 37 
Peach. But really, my Dear, it grieves one's Heart to take 
off a great Man, When I conſider his Perſonal Bravery, his 
nine Stratagem, how much we have already got by him, and how 
much more we may get, methinks I can't find in my Heart to 

have a hand in his Death. I wiſh you could have made Pel!y 
undertake it. | 3 

Mrs. Peach. But in a Caſe of Neceffity——our own Lives are 

in danger. g ; . 

Peach. Then, indeed, we muſt comply with the Cuſtoms of 

the World, and make Gratitude give way to Intereſt. —— 
He ſhall be taken off. DE i 8 

Mrs. Peach. Vil undertake to manage Polly, 

Peach. And I'll prepare Matters for the Old- Bail, 
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Polly. 
Nov I'm a Wretch, indeed. ——Methinks I ſee him already 
in the Cart, ſweeter and more lovely than the Noſegay in his 
5 Hand [ hear the Crowd extolling his Reſolution and Intre- 
her 1. ; gr 5 ; 
pidity! W hat Vollies of Sighs are ſent from the Windows of 
Hollorn, that ſo comely a Y outh ſhould be brought to Diſgrace !— 
I iee him at the Tree! The whole Circle are in Tears! even 
Butchers weep | Fack Ketch himſelf heſitates to perform his 
Duty, and would be glad to loſe his Fee, by a Reprieve. What 
then will become of Polly“ As yet I may inform him of 
their Deſign, and aid him in his Eſcape. It ſhall be flo—— But 
Men he flies, abſents himſelf, and I bar myſelf from his dear dear 
QC onverfation ! That too will diſtract me. If he keep out of 
ide way, my Papa and Mama may in time relent, and we may be 
| Happy.——{f he ſtays, he is hang'd, and then he is loft for ever! 
He intende&to lie conceal'd in my Room, 'till the Dusk of 
the Evening: If they are abroad I'll this Inſtant let him out, leſt 
fone Accident ſhould prevent him. Exit, and returns, 
lone. 


wy 
9 and 5 


n 2 8 
n « * E 
— 1 Fe 

* ot 5 3 


Peach. | 1 
. 35 SCENE 


1] 
9 8 
A wy 


BY 
* — 
2 
DO. 


ö — * — 
— —— —„ CC — 
- — — — — — 


— — 


— 
— — — —2— —Ä—EUꝓäꝙ — 


—— 
— —— — 


— —— 2 — te 


— —9— 


ä 
— —— 
— — — — — 5 
— — - - 
——— — ö—-— 


1 
1 
wy 
. 

Li 

. 
„ 
"I" 
& * 
41 
Sq. 
11 ; 
T3 
18 
15 

— 


23 The BEGGARs OPERA. Ad l. 


C 
. 
Polly, Macheath. 


A I'R XIV. Pretty Parrot, fay—— 


Nach. Pretty Polly, ſay, | 3 
e Il hen I was away, | 3 
Did your Fancy never ſtray 1 

To ſome newer Lover? 3 


Polly. Without Diſguiſe, 
. | Heaving Sighs, 
Dating Eyes," 
Ay conflant Heart diſccuer, 
Fondly let me loll ! 
ach. O pretty, pretty Poll. 


Polly. And are jeu as fond as ever, my Dear? 


but my Love. 


er Shoulder while I am purſu'd, if 1 ever forſake thee ! 

Pally, Nay, my Dear, I have no Reaſon to doubt you, for | 4 
nd in the Romance jou lent me, none of the great Heroes wer 
crer iaile in Love. 


May my Piſtols miſs Fire, and my Mare ſlip 7 


* 
'% 
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Mach. Suſpect my Honour, my Courage, ſuſpect any thing 


* 
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Act I. The BEGGAR's OPERA. 
AIR XV. Fray, Fair one, be Ne _ 
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My Heart was fo free, 
It rov'd like the Bee, 
Till Polly my Paſſimm requited ; 


I fitt ck Fin, 


I chang'd every Hour, 
But here every Flower is united. 


{8 
+4 25 


—— 


Polh. Were you ſentenc'd to Tranſportation, fart, m 
you could not leave me behind you 
Mach, Is there any Power, any Force tha could tear me 
from thee ? You might ſooner tear a Penſion out of the Hands 
of a Courtier, a Fee from a Lawyer, a pretty Woman trom a 
Locking-glaſs, or any Woman from Quacrille. 
me from thee is impoſſible! 


could uu? 


Over the Hills a and far away. 


r 


1” 


y ; Dear, 


But to tear 


ene 


* 
fee 
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: 19 1 Were I laid on Greentand' s Craft, 

'S Aud in my Arms embrac'd my Laß; - 
Warm amid/ft eternal Fr/t, 
Teo fo the Half Year's Nigh t wild paſs. 1 
4 Polly. 


40 The BEGG AR's OPERA. AI, 
Polly. Mere J fold on Indian Soil, 


Soon as the burning Day was clas d, 
could mock the fultry Toil 
[hen on my Chbarmer's Breast repos d 
Mach, And I would love you all the Day, 
Polly. Every Night would kiſs and play, 
Mach. If with me you'd fondly ſtray 
Polly. Over the Hilis and far away. Tab 
Polly. Yes, I would go with thee. But oh ! — how ſhall 7 
I g it? I muſt be torn from thee. We muſt part. 9 
Aach. How ! Part! 
Polly. We muſt, we muſt. My Papa and Mama are ſet 
aguinſt thy Life. 1 hey now, even now are in Search after thee. & 
They are preparing Evidence againſt thee, Thy Life depends = 


upon a moment. 


AI R XVII. Gin thou wert mine awn thing —— 7 
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OY ER) 
0 H what Pain it 75 to part b 
Can ] leave thee, can I leave thee d : 
O what pain it is to part! 
Can thy Polly ever leave thee 
But lei Death my Lowe ſhould tho. art, 
Ann bring tlie to the fatal Cart, 
Tus I tear thee from my bleeding Fleart / 
Vi hence, and let me leave theo, 


One Kits and then——one Kiſs- be . 
Ala; 74 
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Mach. My Hand, my Heart, my Dear, is ſo riveted to thine, 
that I cannot unlooſe my Hold. 


Polly. But my Papa may intercept thee, and then I ſhould EA 


the very glimmering of Hope. A few Weeks, perhaps, may 
- reconcile us all. Shall thy Pal hear from thee ? | 3 
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Mach. Muſt I then go? 

Pally. And will not Abſence ohangs your Love? 

1 If you doubt it, let me ſtay — and be hang'd. 

Polly. O how I fear! how I tremble! Go— but when 
Safety will give you leave, you will be ſure to ſee me again; for 
till then Pally i is wretched. 


A IN XVIIL. 03 the Broom, Sc. 
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Mach. The Miſer thus a Shilling SY rPartiog; ang looking back 
„ eblig'd to pay, at on other with fond- 
nels; he at one Door, 

I ith feehs reſigns it by degrees, the at the othes.: 
And fears tis gane for ay. Fs 


Polly. The Boy, thus, when his Sparrow s flown 
The Bird in Silence eyes ; # 785 


But ſoon as out of Sight tis gone, 
Whnes, whimpers, ſobs and cries, 
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ACT LS N 
A TAVERN near Newgate. 


Jemmy Twitcher, Crook-finger'd Jack, Wat Dreary, 

3 of Bagſhot, Nimming Ned, Henry Pading- 

n, Matt of the Mint, Ben Budge, and the reſt of the 
How at the Table, with Wine, Brandy and Tobacco. 


Ben. BY : pr 'ythee, Matt, what is become of thy Brother 


Tom © I have not ſeen him ſince my Return from 
Tranſportation. 


Matt, Poor Becker T:m had an Accident this time Twelve. | 
month, and ſo clever a made fellow he was, that I could not 
ſave him from thoſe fleaing Raſcals the Surgeons; and now, 


poor Man, he is among the Otamys at Surgeons Hall, 

Ben. So it ſeems, his Time was come. | 
Fm. But the preſent Time is ours, and no body alive hath 
more. Why are the Laws levell'd at us? are we more diſnoneſt 
than the reſt of Mankind? What we win, Gentlemen, is our 
own by the Law of Arms, and the Right of Conqueſt. 

Crock. Where ſhall we find ſuch another Set of Practical Phi- 
loſophers, who to a Man are above the Fear of Death! ? 

Nat. Sound Men, and true! 
| Kebin, Of try'd Courage, and indeſatigable Induſtry ! 

Ned. Whois there here that would not die for his Friend ? 

Harry. Who is there here that would betray him for his Intereſt? 

Matt. Shew me a Gang of Courtiers that can ſay as much. 

Ben. We are for a juit Partition of che Woild, for every Man 
| bath a Right to enjoy Life. 

Mat, We retrench the Superfluities of Mankind: The World 
is avaritious, and I hate Avarice. A covetous fellow, like a Jack- 
daw, ſteals what he was never made to enjoy, for the ſake of hiding 
it. Theſe are the Robbers of 1 for Money was made for 
the Free-hearted and Gencrous, aud where is the Injury of taking 
from another, What he hath nut the cart to make uſe of? 


4 | 'F enn. 
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5 Jem. Our ſeveral Stations for the Day are fixt. Good luck 
attend us all. Fill the Glaſſes. 


ATR XIX. Fill every Glaſs, Ge. 
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Matt. Fill way Glaſs, for Wine inſpires 4, 
der : An fires us 
m. With Courage, Love and "Foe 
> Memen and IWine ſhould life empley. 
no * : Is there ought elſe on Earth deſirous 2 
w, Chorus. Fill every Glaſs, 8c, 
1 A A A N - Rf Bi Bit Rug 
ih A En 20.7 
eſt 7 To them enter Macheath. 
vious ; 4 Mach. Gentlemen, well met. My Heart hath been with you 
hi- this Hour; but an unexpected Affair hath detain d me. No Ce- 
7 remony, beg you. 
5 Mailt. We were juſt breaking up to 90 upon Duty. "Ain I to 
have the Honour £, taking the Air with you, Sir, this Evening 
6 upon the Heath? I drink a Dram now and then with the Stage- 
az | coachmen in the wayof Friendſhip and Intelligence; and I know 
. that about this Time there will be Paſſengers upon the Weſtern 
lan Road, who are worth ſpeaking with. 
1 Aach. I was to have been of that Party—but- 
ld Matt. But what, Sir ? 
Kk. Mach. Is there any Man who ſuſpects my Courage? 
na Matt. We have al been Witneſles of it. 
ror Mach. My Honour and Truth to the Gang? 
ing Matt. I'll be anſwerable for it. 
> Mach. In the Diviſion of our Booty, have I ever ſhewn the 
— leaſt Marks of Avarice or Injuſtice ? 
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Matt. By theſe Queſtions ſomething ſeems to have ruffled you. 
Are any of us ſuſpected ? 

Mach. I have a fixed Confidence, 8 in you all, as 
Men of Honour, and as ſuch I value and reſpect you. Peachum 
is a Man that is uſeful to us. 

Matt. Is he about to play us any foul Play? T1 ſhoot him 
through the Head. 

Mach. I beg you, Gentlemen, act with Conduct and Diſcre- 
tion. A Piſtol is your laſt Reſort. 

Matt. He knows nothing of this Meeting. NV. 

Mach. Buſineſs cannot go on without him. Heis a Man who 
knows the World, and is a neceſſary Agent to us. We have had 
a ſlight Dillcrence. and *till it is accommodated I ſhall be oblig'd 


to keep out of his way. Any private Diſpute of mine ſhall be of 
no ill conſequence to my Friends. You muſt continue to act 
under his Direction, for the moment we break looſe from him; 


our Gang is ruin'd, 
Malt. As a Bawd to a Whore, I orant you, he is to us of 


| great Convenience. 
Mach. Make him believe I have quitted the Gang, which I 


can never do but with Life. At our private Quarters | will con- 


tinue to meet you. A Week or {0 will probably reconcile us. 


Matt. Your Inſtructions ſhall be obſerv'd. "Tis now high time 
for us to repair to our ſeveral Duties; ſo till the Evening at our 
Quarters in AZoor-Fields we bid you farewell. 

Mach. I ſhall wiſh myſelf with you. Succeſs attend you. 


[ Sits down melancholy at the Table. 


A IR XX. March in Rinalds, with Drums and Trumpets. 
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Matt. Let us take the Read. 
Hark I hear the Sgund of Coaches 4 
| The Hour of Aitack approaches, 
To your Arms, brave Boys, and bad. 
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45 
See the Ball I hold ! | 
Let the Chymiſls toil like Aſſes, 
Our Fire their Fire ſurpaſſes, 
And turns all our Lead to Gold. 
[The Gang, rang'd in the Front of the Stage, load their 
Piſtols, and ſtick them under their Girdles ; then go 
off ſinging the firſt Part in Chorus. 


FFP 


S CE KN “ 
L M,acheath, Drawer. e © Bog 
Mach. What a Fool is a fond Wench! Polly is moſt con- 


foundedly bit.—I love the Sex. And a Man who loves Money, 
| might as well be contented with one Guinea, as I with one Wo- 
man. The Town perhaps have been as much obliged to me, 
for recruiting it with free-hearted Ladies, as to any Recruiting 
Officer in the Army. If it were not for us, and the other Gen- 

tlemen of the Sword, Drury-Lane would be uninhabited. 


AIR XXI. Would you have a young Virgin, &c. 
1 1 4 
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Tf the Heart of a Man is depræſi with Cares, 
| The Mill is diſpelld when a Woman appears; 
Like the Notes of a Fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly 
Raiſes the Spirits, and charms our Ears, 
Roſes and Lilies her Cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe Lips are more fweet than thoſe, 


— 3 


4 The BEGG AR's OPERA. Act II. 
Preſs her, E. 
Careſs her, . 
With Bliſſis, 
| Her Kiſjes 
Difſobve us in Pleaſure, and ſoft Repoſe. 
T muſt have Women. There is nothing unbends the Mind like 
them. Money is not ſo ſtrong a Cordial for the Time. Drawer? 
[Enter Drawer.) Is the Porter gone for all the Ladies according 
JJ En, | 
Dato. J expect him back every Minute. But you know, Sir, 
you ſent him as far as Hockley in the Hole for three of the Ladies, N 
for one in Vinegar- Tard, and for the reſt of them ſomewhere 
about Lewkner's Lane. Sure ſome of them are below, for I 
hear the Bar-Bell. As they come I will ſhew them up. Coming, 


Coming. 
EL IIERIIINNM_.GESIC.CE. 
TTL. TE. 4:6 + $8 


Macheath, Mrs. Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixen, Betty 0 
Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs. Slammekin, Suky Tawdry, I 
. and Molly Brazen es 1 

Mach. Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are welcome. Vou look charming = 

ly to-day. I hope you don't want the Repairs of Quality, and la 


9 on Paint. Dolly Trull! kiſs me, you Slut; are you as amorous 3 
i as ever, Huſly? You are always ſo taken up with ſtealing Hearts, "F 
i that you don't allow yourſelf Time to ſteal any thing elle. Ah - 
9 Dolly, thou wilt ever be a Coquette! Mrs. Vixen, I'm yours, 1 
Wl. always lov'd a Woman of Wit and Spirit; they make charming 
„ Miſtreſſes, but plaguy Wives Betty Dexy! Come hither, Huſſv. 
Wi Do you drink as hard as ever? You had better ſtick to good whol- © 
bi |! 88 ſom Beer; for in troth, Betty, Strong-W aters will in time ruin your 1 
0 Conſtitution. You ſhould leave thoſe to your Betters.— What! 
. and my pretty Jenny Diver too! As prim and demure as ever! 
FW There is not any Prude, though ever ſo high bred, hath a more 
„ ſanctify'd Look, with a more miſchievous Heart. Ah! thou art a 
1 dear artful Hypocrite.— - Mrs. Siammebin ! as careleſs and ge- 
teel as ever! all you fine Ladies, who know your own Beauty, 1 
1 affect an Undreſs.——But ſee, here's Suky Tawdry come to con- 'F 
FRM tradict what I was ſaying. Every thing the gets one way ſhe lays 
3 cou. upon her Back. Why, S, you muſt keep atleaſt a Dozen 2 
. Tallymen. 47:ily Brazen! [She kiſſes him.] That's well done. 1 1 
10 =. 
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Lye a free- hearted Wench. Thou haſta moſt agreeable Aſſurance, 


irl, and art 25 willing as 2 Turtle. But hark] I hear Muſic. 

2 Harper is at the Door, I Muſie be the Food of Love, play 
on. Ere you ſeat yourſelves, Ladies, what think you of a Dance? 
Come in. [Enter Harper.] Play the French Tune, that Mrs, 
Slammebin was fo fond of. 1 5 . 
Bo mn Dance a la ronde in the French manner; near the end of 
it this Song and Chorus. 1 5 


AIR XXII. Cotillon. 
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= | Vauth's the Seaſon made for Joys, 
1 Love is then our Duty, 


1 Obe alone wha that employs, 


Moꝛell deſerves her Beauty. 
Tel be yay, 
While we may, 
Beauty's a Flower, deſpis'd in Decay 
Youth's the Seaſon, &c. 
Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Ours is not to-morrow. | 
Love with Youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but Sorrow. 
Dance and ſing, 
* Times on the Ming. 
Life never knows the Return of Spring. 
Chorus. Let us drink, &c, | 


Mach. Now, pray Ladies, take your Places. Here Fellow. 
[Pays the Harper.) Bid the Drawer bring us more Wine. 


will be ſo free to call for it. 9 
Fenny. You look as if you meant me. Wine is ſtrong enough = 
for me. Indeed, Sir, I never drink Strong-W aters, but when 
have the Cholic. 

Aach. Juſt the Excuſe of the fine Ladies! Why, a Lady of 
Quality is never without the Cholic. I hope, Mrs. Craxer, you 
Fave had good Succels of late in your Viſits among the Mercers. 
1 Coax. 


Exit Harper. ] If any of the Ladies chooſe Ginn, I hope they 


— 
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Coax. We have ſo many Interlopers— Vet with Induſtry, 
one may ſtill have a little Picking. I carried a ſilver-flower'd 


Luteſtring, and a Piece of black Padeſoy to Mr. Peachum's Lock 


but laſt Week. . 


Vix. There's Molly Brazen hath the Ogle of a Rattle-Snake. 
She rivetted a Linen-Draper's Eye fo faſt upon her, that he was 
nick'd of three Pieces of Cambric before he could look off, 

Brax. Oh dear Madam! But ſure nothing can come up 


to your handling of Laces! And then you have ſuch a ſweet de- 
luding Tongue] To cheat a Man is nothing; but the Woman 


muſt have fine Parts indeed who cheats a Woman. 

Vix. Lace, Madam, lies in a ſmall Compaſs, and is of eaſy 
Conveyance. But you are apt, Madam, to think too well of 
your Friends, e 


Crax, If any woman hath more Art than another, to be ſure, : 
tis Jenny Diver. Though her Fellow be never ſo agreeable, ſhe 


can pick his Pocket as coolly, as if money were her only Pleaſure. 


Nov that is a Command of the Paſſions uncommon in a Woman | 


Jenny. 1 never go to the Tavern witha Man, but in the View 


of Buſineſs. I have other Hours, and other fort of Men for my 
Pleaſure. But had I your Addreſs, Madam ——— = 
Mach. Have done with your Compliments, Ladies; and drink *. 
about: You are not ſo fond of me, Jenny, as you uſe to be. 

Jenny. Tis not convenient, Sir, to ſhew my. Fondneſs among 
ſo many Rivals. Tis your own Choice, and not the Warmth 
of my Inclination that will determine you. 


AIR XXIII. All in a miſty Morning, Sc. 
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Before the Barn- Door crow. ing, 
The Coch by Hens attended, 

His Eyes around him throwing, 
Stands for a Wile ſuſpended, 
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49 
Dien One he ſingles from the Crew, 
And cheers the happy Hen; 
Wiib how do you do, and he u do you do, 
And hoo do you do again. 
Macb. Ah Fenny ! thou art a dear Slut. 


Trull. Pray, Madam, were you ever in keeping ? 
Td. I hope, Madam, I han't been ſo long upon the Town, 


dut I have met with ſome good- fortune as wel] 2s my Neighbours. 


Trull. Pardon me, Madam, I meant no harm by the Queſtion; ;. 


T was only in the way of Converſation. 


Tawd, Indeed, Madam, if I had not been a Fool, 1 might 


haue liv'd very handſomly with my laſt Friend. But upon his 


miſſing five Guineas, he turn'd me off. Now I never ſuſpected 


he had counted them. 


Slam. Who do you look upon, Madam, ay your: beſt ſort of ” 


Keepers ? 

Tul. That, Madam, is thereafter as they be. 555 
Slam. I, Madam, was once kept by a ew ; and bating their 
Religion, to Women they are a good fort of People. . 
Tawd. Now for my Part, I own I like an old Fellow: For 

we always make them pay for what they can't do. 

Vix. A ſpruce Prentice, let me tell you, Ladies, is no ill is. 
they bleed freely. I hav» ſent at leaſt two or three Dozen of them | 
in my time to the Pl \tations. 

Jen. But to be ſu Sir, with ſo much Good-fortune as you 
have had upon the E ad, you muſt be grown immenſly rich. 
Mach. The Road indeed, hath done me Jultice, but the 
Gaming- Table hath deen my Ruin, 


4 AIR XXIV, Whe: once I * with another Man's Wife, Se. 
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© Jen The 1 and L awyers are Pugglers Site, 


If they meddle, your all is in Danger. 
Like Gypfies, if once. hey can finger a Souſe, 
Your Packets they pick, nd they Pi fer your Houſe, 
And give your Eftate 29a Stranger, 
D A 
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A Man of Courage ſhould never put any thing to the Riſk but 
his Life. Theſe are the Tools of a Man of Honour. Cards and 
Diceare only fit for cowardly Cheats, who prey upon their Friends. 
[ She takes up his Piſtal, Tawdry takes up the other. 

Tawd. This, Sir, is fitter for your Hand. Beſides your Loſs 


of Money, 'tis a Loſs to the Ladies. Gaming takes you off 
from Women. How fond could I be of you | but before Com- | 
pany tis ill bred. 


Mach. Wanton Huſſies! 5 
-n. I muſt and will have a Kiſs to give my Wine a Zeſt. 
[They take him about the Neck and make figns to Peachum 
and Conſlables, who ruſh in upon him, 


SS SS SSS SS 
8 e E N . 
To them, Peachum and Coftables. 


Peach. I ſeize you, Sir, as my Priſoner. 

Mach. Was this well done, Fenny? —— Women are Decoy 
Ducks; who can truſt them! Beaſts, Jades, Jitts, Harpies, 
Furies, Whores! 

Peach, Your Caſe, Mr. Macheath, | is not narticular. The 
greateſt Heroes have been ruin'd by Women. But, to do them 
Juſtice, I muſt own they are a pretty ort of Creatures, if we 
could truſt them. You muſt now, Sir. take your Leave of the 
Ladies, and if they have a mind to mal you a Viſit, they will 
be ſure to find you at home. This Gen''eman, Ladies, lodges in 


Newgate. Conſtables, wait upon the C ptain to his Lodgings. 


AIR XXV. When firſt I laid Siege to my Cbᷣloris, &c. 
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Mach, At the 88 I ſhall * PR Pliafure, 
At the Tree 1 fall ſuffer with Pleaſure, 
Let me go where I will, 
In all kinds of Ill, | 
1 bull find na ſuch PFurics as { (cſe Are. . 
—ꝓ— 5 Es 3 Peach, 
2 
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ws Peach. Ladies, I'll take care the Reckoning ſhall be diſcharg d, 
77 2 Macheath, guarded with Peachum ard e es. 


n= 8 . . VI. 


The inen 1 remain. : 


Vie. Look ye, Mrs. Fenny, though Mr. Peachum may bave 
IM made a private Bargain with you and S Tawdry for betraying 
the Captain, as we were all aſſiſting, we ought all to ſhare alike. 
Coax. I think Mr. Peachum, after fo long an e 
; might have truſted me as well as Jenny Diver. 
' Slam. I am ſure at leaſt three Men of his hanging, and in a 
Year's time too, (if he did me Juſtice) ſhould be ſet down to 
my Account, 
 Trull, Mrs. Slammekin, that is not fair. For you know one 
of them was taken in Bed with me. 
* Fenny. As far as a Bowl of Punch or a Treat, 1 believe: 
Mrs. Suky will join with me.——As for any thing elſe, en 
; you cannot in Conſcience expect it. 
Slam. Dear Madam - 
Trull, I would not for the Won 
Slam. Tis impoſſible for me _ 
Trull. As J hope to be ſav'd, Madam? 
Slam. Nay, then J muſt ſtay here all Night. 
Trull. Since you command me, [ Exe. with, great © Cad 


FP 
8 E. NE VII. Newgate. 


Lockit, Turnkeys, Macheath, Cenſtables. 


Lick. Noble Captain, you are welcome. You have not been a 
Lodger of mine this Year and half. You know the Cuſtom, Sir. 
Garniſh, Captain, Garniſh, Hand me down thoſe Fetters there. 
Mach. Thoſe, Mr. Lodi, ſeem to be the heavieſt of the whole 
Set. With your Leave, I ſhould like the further Pair better. 
Lock. Look ye, Captain, we know what is fitteſt for our Pri- 
ſoners. When a Gentleman uſes me with Civility, I always do 
the beſt I can to pleaſe him. Hand them down I tay. We 

Z have them of all Prices, from one Guinea to ten, and 'tis fitting 
ev "7 Gentleman thould pleaſe himſelf, 


D SEE Mad. 
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Mach. I underſtand you, Sir. ¶ Gives Money.] The Fees here are 
ſo many, and fo exorbitant, that few Fortunes can bear the Ex- 
pence of getting off handſomly, or of dying like a Gentleman. 

Lack. Thoſe, I ſee, will fit the Captain better—Take down the 
further Pair. Do but examine them, Sir. Never was better work. 
— How genteely they are made They will fit as eaſy as a 
Glove, and the niceſt Man in England might not be aſham'd to 

wear them. [ He puts on the Chains.] If I had the beſt Gentleman 
in the Land in my Cuſtody I could not equip him more handſomly. 
And fo, Sir—I now leave you to your private Meditations. 
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| Macheath. 

AIR XXVI. Courtiers, Courtiers, think it no Harm, &c, 
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Man may eſcape from Rope and Gun; | 
Nay, feme have out liv'd the Doctor's Pill; 
Tho takes a Woman muſt be undone, 

That Baſiliſk is ſure 19 kill, Es 
| The Fly that ſips Treacle is loft in the Sweets, 
So he that tafles Noman, Woman, Moman, 
He that taſtes Woman, rum meets. „ ons 

To what a woful Plight have I brought _— Here muſt I 

(all Day long, 'till I am hang'd) be confin d to hear the Re- 

proaches of a Wench who lays her Ruin at my Door——1 am in 

the Cuſtody ofher Father, and to be ſure, if he knows of the matter, 

I ſhall have a fine time on't betwixt this and my Execution, — 

But I promis'd the Wench Marriage——W hat ſignifies a Pro- 

miſe to a Woman? Does not Man in Marriage itſelf promiſe 

a hundred things that he never means to perform? Do all we can, 

Women will believe us; for they look upon a Promiſe as an 

Excuſe for following their own Inclinations. ——But here comes 

Lucy, and I cannot get from her.--Wou'd J were deaf! 
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Macheath, : Lucy. 
Lucy y. Vou baſe Man you, 


how can you look me in the 


0 Face after what hath paſſed between us! — See here, perfidious 


8 1 ; 
Bn”, 


Wretch, how I am forc'd to bear about the Load of Infamy you 
phaye Jaid upon me——O Macheath ! thou haſt robb'd me of my 


Quiet to ſee thee tortur'd would give me Pleaſure, 2 


AIR XXVII A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, G. 
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Thus her a good Houſewi ife ſees a Rat 
In her Trap in the Morning taken, 
 Hith Pleaſure her Heart goes pit-a-pat, 
In Revenge for her Loſs of Bacon. 

| Then ſhe throws him 
To the Dog or Cat, 
To be wort Ted, cruſb d and Malen. 


Mach. Have you no Bowels, no Tenderneſs, my dear Lucy, | 
to ſee a Husband in theſe Circumſtances £ ? 
Lucy. A Husban | 33 
Mach. In ev'ry Reſpe& but the Form, and ON Dear, 
may be ſaid over us at any time. Friends ſhould not infl ſt upon 
Ceremonies, From a Man of Honour, his Word is as good as 
his Bond. | 
Lucy. Tis the Pleaſure of all you fine Men to infult the 
Women you have ruin'd, 
D 3 AIR 
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Hito cruel are the Traitors, 
I ho ge and fear in jeſt, 
To cheat unguarded Creatures 
Of Virtue, Fame, and Reſt ! 
Il hoever fleals a Shilling, 
Through Shame the Guilt conceals : 
In Love the perjur'd Villain 
With Boaſts the Theſt reveals. 

Math. The very firſt Opportunity, my Dear, (have but Pa- 
tience) you ſhall be my Wife in whatever manner you pleaſe. 

Lucy. Inſinuating Monſter! And fo you think I know nothing of 

the Affair of Miſs Polly Peachum.—T could tear thy Eyes cut! 
Aach. Sure, Lucy, you can't be ſuch a Fool as to be Jealous 
of Polly / 

Lucy. Are you nat married to her, you Brute, you. 

Meh Married! Very good. The Wench gives it out only to 
vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good Opinion. *Tis true, I go 
to the Houſe ; I chat with the Girl, I kiſs her, I ſay a thouſand 
things to her (as all Gentlemen do) that mean nothing, to divert 
myſelf; and now the ſilly Jade hath ſet it about that I am mar- 
ricd to her, to let me know what ſhe would be at. Indecd, my 
dear Lucy, theſe violent Paſſions may be of ill conſequence to a 
Woman in your Condition. | 

Lucy. Come, come, Captain, for all your Aſſurance, you 


ow that Miſs Polly hath put it out of Your Power to do me 


the Juſtice you promis'd me. 
Aach. A jealous Woman believes every thing her Paſſion 


ſuggeſts. To convince you of my Sincerity, if we can find the 


Ordinary, I ſhall have no Scruples of making you my Wife; 
and [ know the Conicquence of having two at a time, 


Lucy, 
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Lucy. That you are only to be hang'd, and ſo get rid of them 
both. 
Mach, T am 1 ready, my dear Lucy, to give you Satisfaction 


if you think there is any in Marriage. What can a Man of 
Honour ſay more ? 


Lucy. So then, it ſeems, you are not married to Miſs Pally. 
Mach. You know, Lucy, the Girl is prodigiouſly conceited. 


No Man can ſay a civil thing to her, but (like other fine Ladies) 
her Vanity makes her think he's her own for ever and ever. 


* 1 R XXIX. The Sun} had loos'd his weary Them & k 
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1 EARNS | 
The firf time at the Ls 
The Mother ſets her Daughter, 
The Image flrikes the ſmiling Lajs 
Fh Self-love ever after, 
Each time foe looks, ſhe, fonder grown, 
| Thinks ev 'ry Charm grows flronger. 
But alas, vain Maid, all Eyes but your own 
Can fee you are not younger. . 


When Women conſider their own Beauties, they are all alike 
unreaſonahle in their Demands ; for they expect their Lovers 


ſhould like them as long as they like themſelves. 


Lucy. Yonder is my Father perhaps this way we may light 
upon the Ordinary, who ſhall try if you will be as good as your 
Word. For I long to be made an honeſt Woman.“ 


"00. X 


Peachum, Lockit with an Account- Book. 


Lock. In this laſt Affair, Brother Peachum, we are agreed. You 
have conſented to go halves in Macheath, 
Peach. We ſhall never fall out about an Execution — Bur a8 
to that Article, pray how ſtands our laſt Year's Account ? 
4 I. oc 
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« Lock. If you will run your Eye over it, you'll find 'tis fair and 
clearly ſtated, 
Peach. This long Arrear of the Government is very hard upon 


us | Can it be expected that we would hang our Acquaintance for 
nothing, when our Betters will hardly fave theirs without being 


paid for it. Unleſs the People in Employment pay better, I pro# 
miſe them for the future, I ſhall let other Rogues live . their 


OWN. 
Lok. Perhaps, Brother, they are afraid theſe Matters may be 


carried too far. We are treated too by them with Contempt, 


as if our Profeſſion were not reputable. 

Peach. In one reſpect indeed our Employment may be reckon'd 
diſhoneſt, becauſe, like Great Stateſmen, we encourage thoſe 
who betray their Friends. 


Lock. Such Language, Brother, any where elſe, might turn ta 


your Prejudice. Learn to be more guarded, I beg you. 
AIR XXX, How happy are we, c. 
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When you ates the Are 
Be cautious and ſage, 
Left the Courtiers offended ſhould be. 
If you mention Vice or Bribe, 
*Ts fo pat to all the Tribe; 
Each cries —That was levelPd at me. 


Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's Name, I "5 Sure, Brother 


L:ckit, there was a little unfair Proceeding in Ned's Caſe : for he 
told me in the Condemn'd Hold, that for Value receiv'd, you had 
promis'd him a Seſſion or two longer without Moleſtation. 
Lock. Mr. Peachum——=this is the firſt time my Honour was 
ever call'd in Queſtion, 
Peach. Buſineſs is at an end—if once we act diſhonourably. 
Loe. Who accuſes me ? 
Pera. You are warm, Brother. 


Lock. He that attacks my Honour, attacks my Livelihood. — 


Sir is not to be borne. | 


And this Uſage 
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and throttle you——you Dog! 


We ſhall be both Loſers in the Diſp ute 


have it in our Power to hang each other, You ſhould not be ſo. 
| paſſionate. 
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Peach. Since you provoke me to ſpeak- 


I muſt tell you too, 


that Mrs. Coaxer charges you with defrauding her of her Informa- 


tion- Money, for the apprehending of curl- pated Hugh. Indeed, 
indeed, Brother, we muſt punctually pay our Spies, or we ſhall | 


have no Information. 


Lock. Is this Language to me, Sirrah, 


who kw ſav'd you 


from the Gallows, Sirrah ! [ Collering each other. 


Peach. If I am hang'd, it ſhall be for ridding the World of an 
arrant Raſcal. 
Lack. This Hand ſhall do the Office of the Halter you delerve, 


| Peach. Brother, Brother 


We are both in the Wrong 
for you knows we 


Lick. Nor you fs viorcking,- [en 
Peach. Tis our mutual Intereſt; *tis for the Intereſt of the 


World we ſhould agree. If I faid any thing, A; to the 


Prejudice of your Character, I aſk pardon. 
Lock, Brother Peachum can forgive as well as reſent, 
3 me your Hand. Suſpicion does nat become a Friend. 
Pech. 1 only meant to give you Occaſion to juſtity yourſelf; 


But I muſt now ſtep home, for I expect the Gentleman about this 


Snuff-box, that Filch nimm'd two Nights ago in the Park. 1 ap- : 
pointed him at this Hour, 
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CME On 


Lockit, Lucy. 


Lack. Whence come you, Huſly ? 
Lucy. My Tears might anſwer 3 Queſtion. - 
Lock. You have then been whimpering and fondling, like a 


Spaniel, over the Fellow that hath abus'd you. 


Lucy. One can't help Love; one can't cure it. 'Tis not in 
my Power to obey you, and hate him. 

Lick, Learn to bear your Huſband's Death like a reaſonable 
Woman. Tis not the faſhion, now-a-days, ſo much as to affect 


Sorrow upon theſe Occalions. No Woman would ever marry, if 
ſhe had not the Chance of Mortality for a Releaſe. Act like a 8 


Woman of Spirit, Huſſy, and thank your Father for what be is 
doing. | 


AIR 
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AIR XXXI. Of a noble Race was Shenhin, 
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Lucy. . then his Fate decreed, Sir? 
Such a Man can I think of quitting 2 
Then firſt we met, j moves me et, 
O fee how my Heart is ſplitting ! 
Tock. Look ye, Lucy—T here is no ſaving him. —So, TI think, 


you muſt ev'n do like other Widows 
and be chearful. 5 : 


AIR XXXII. 
” 
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You'll think ere many Days enſue 

Dyis Sentence not ſevere ; 

hang your Huſband, Child, 'tis true, 
But with him hang your Care. 


 Twang dang dillo dee. 


Like a good Wife, go moan over your dying Huſband. That, 


Child is your Duty—Conſider, Girl, you can't have the Man 
and the Money too—fo make yourſelf as eaſy as you can, by 
getting all you can from him, 
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buy yeurſelf Weeds, 
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my Dear, you will, upon the 
Oh Sir !- 


Guineas, think you, move him ? 
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$ CE NE XII. 
Lucy, Macheath. 


Lucy. Though the 3 was out of the way to-day, I hopes 
rſt Opportunity, quiet my Scruples 


SOSDSSS 


and I am in the utmoſt Deſpair, 
Mach. But if I could raiſe a ſmall Sum 


Would not twenty 


Of all the Arguments | in 
the way of Buſineſs, the Perquiſite is the moſt prevailing 


Your Father's Perquiſites for the Eſcape of Priſoners muſt amount 


to a conſiderable Sum in the Year, Money well tim , and pro- 
3 ly apply'd, will do any thing. 3 


A I R XXXIII. Londin Ladies, 
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If you at an Office ſolicit your Due, 
And would not have Matters neglected; 
2 au muſt quicken the Clerk with the Perquiſite im, 

To do what his Duty directed. As 
Or would yon the Fravns of a Lady prevent,” 
She too has this palpable Failing, 
The Perquiſite ſoftens her into Conſent ; 
That Reaſon with all 1s prevailing. 


Lucy, What Love or Money can do ſhall be done: for all my 
t depend ur Safet 
Comfort depends upon yo y. SCENE 


my Father's hard heart is not to be loften'd, | 


© Mach. 1 muſt difown her. fte] The Wench is diſtracted. 
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; Lucy, Macheath, Polly. 

Polly. Where is my dear Husband? Was a Rope ever in- 
tended for this Neck O let me throw my Arms about it, 
and throttle thee with Love Why doſt thou turn away from 
me !?—— Tis thy Polly Jö; 

Mach. Was ever ſuch an unfortunate Raſcal as I am! 

Lucy. Was there ever ſuch another Villain! 

Polly. O Macheath ! was it for this we parted ? Taken! Im- 


| priſon'd * Try'd! Hang'd—cruel Reflection! P11 ſtay with thee 


till Death no Force ſhall tear thy dear Wife from thee now. 


What means my Love? ——Not one kind Word! not one kind 
Look ! think what thy Polly ſuffers to ſee thee in this Condition, 


AIR XXXIV. All in the Downs, Se. 
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Thus when the Swallow ſeeking Prey, 
IVithm the Safh is cloſely pent, 
His Conſort, with bemcaning Lay, 
Without fits pining for th' Event. 
Her chatt'ring Lovers all around her im; 
She heeds them not (poor Bird ! ) ber Soul's with him. 
Lucy. Am I then bilk'd of my Virtue ? Can I have no Repa- 
ration? Sure Men were born to lie, and Women to believe 
them! O Villain! Villain! 3 
Polly. Am] not thy Wife Thy Neglect of me, thy Aver- 
ſion to me too ſeverely proves it Look on me. — Tell me, 
am I not thy Wife? Lucy. 
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Lucy. Perfidious Wretch | 

Polly. Barbarous Husband | 

La: Hadſt thou been hang'd five Months ago, I had been 
bapp 2 
Boh. And I too lf you had been kind to me 'till Death, 
it would not have vexed me And that's no very unreaſonable 
Requeſt, (though from a Wife) to a Man who hath not above 
ſeven or eight Days to live. 

Lucy. Art thou then married to another ? Haft thou two 
Wives, Monſter? | | 
Aach. If Women's Tongues can ceaſe for an Anſwer — 
hear me. 
Lucy. I won't. —Fleſhi and Blood can't bias my Uſage. 
Buy Shall [ not claim my own ? Juſtice bids me ſpeak. 


A1 R XXXV. Have 1855 heard of a frolickſome Ditry, Sc. 
: | U 


i Mach.  Hw happy could I be with ether, 
Mirre toter dear Charmer away! 


But while you thus teaze me tagether,,, 
| To neither a Word will I ſay; 
But tol de rol, &c. 8 


Pally. Sure, my Dear, there ought to be ſome Pele 
ſhewn to a Wife! At leaſt ſhe may claim the Appearance of it. 
He muſt be diſtracted with his Misfortunes, or he could not uſe 
me thus. 

Lucy. O Villain, Villain | thou haſt deceiv'd me I could 
even inform againſt thee with Pleaſure. Not a Prude wiſhes | 
more heartily to have Facts againſt her intimate Acquaintance, 
than I now with to have Facts againſt thee. 1 would have her 
Satisfaction, and they ſhould all out. 


AIR 
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Polly. O haw I am troubled ! 
Lucy, Bambouzled, and bit ! 


Polly. Tn bubbled, &c. 


Mach. Be pacified, my dear Lucy This is all a Fetch of 
Pilly's, to make me deſperate with you in caſe J get off, If I 
am hang'd, ſhe would fain have the Credit of being thought my 
Widow Really, Polly, this is no time for a Diſpute of this. 
forts for whenever you are talking of Marriage, I am thinking 
of Hanging. N 

Poly. . haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt in diſowning me? 

Mach. And haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt in perſuading me that 
Tam married? Why, Polly, doſt thou ſeek to aggravate my 
Misfortunes? 3 5 %% oy 

Lucy. Really, Miſs Peachum, you but expoſe yourſelf, Be- 
ſides, 'tis barbarous in you to worry a Gentleman in his Cir- 
cumſtances. 


ATI 
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Polly. Ceaſe your Funning z 
Force or Cunning 
| Never /hall my Heart trapan. 
All theſe Sallies 
Are but Malice | 
To ſeduce my conſtant Man. 
*Trs moſt certain, 
By their flirting 
Nomen oft have Envy ſhnun 
 Plas'd, to ruin 
Others WW02INg 3 j . 
Newer happy in their own: 


Poly. Decency, Madam, methinks micht teach you to . 
yourſelf with ſome Reſerve with the Husband, while his Wife i is 
preſent. 

9 But eriouſl, Polly, this is carrying the Joke a little 
too far. 

Lucy. If you are determin'd, Madam, to raiſe a Diſturbance 
in the Prifon, I ſhall be oblig'd to ſend for the Turnkey to ſhew 
mow the Door. 1 am ſorry, dan, you force me to be ſo 
ill-bre 

Poly. Give me leave to tell you, Madam: Theſe forward 
Airs don't become you in the leaſt, Madam. And my Duty, 
Madam, obliges me to 6 Fay with my Huſband, Madam. 


AIR 
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Lucy. My how now, Madam Flirt? 1 
I you thus muſt chatter ; | 
And are for flinging Dirt, ” N 
Let's try who beſt can ſpatter; ; 

Madam F lirt. 


Pol y. W by how now, faucy Fade ; 
Sure the Mench is tipſy ! 


How can you ſee me made 8 [To him. 
The Scoff of ſuch a Gipſy ® 
Sau Fade ! .. [Lo her. 


eee. - 
8 ＋ E. N E. XIV. | 


Lucy, Macheath, Polly, Peachum. 


Peach. Where's my Wench ? Ah Huſly ! Hufly come 
you home, you Slut; and when your Fellow is hang'd, hang 
yourſelf, to make your Family ſome Amends. 
Polly. Dear, dear Father, do not tear me from him —1 muſt 
ſpeak; I have more to ſay to him Oh] twiſt thy Fetters about 
me, that he may not haul me from thee | | 
Peuch. Sure all Women are alike! If ever they commit the 
Folly, they are ſure to commit another by expoſing themſelves— 


Away——Not a Word more You are my Priſoner, now, ©. - 
Huſly. oy _ 3 


| 41 


w 


rather die than be falſe to thee. . 
Lucy. How happy am I, if you ſay this from your Heart! 
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Polly. No Power on Earth can Ger divide 
The Knit that ſacred Love hath ty'd. 
When Parents draw againſt our And, 
De True-Live's Kuot they faſter bind, 
Oh, oh ray, oh Amborah——oh, oh, Ke. 


WES 


[Holding Macheath, Peachum pulling her. 


ee S * 
e NE XV; 
Lucy, Macheath. 

Mach. T am naturally compaſſionate, Wife; ſo that T could 
not uſe the Wench as ſhe deſerv'd; which made you at firſt alpen 
there was ſomething in what ſhe ſaid. 

Lucy. Indeed, my Dear, I was ſtrangely puzzled. 


Mach, If that had been the Caſe, her F ather would never have 
brought me into this Circumſtance——No, Lay, 


For I love thee ſo, that I could ſooner bear to ſee thee hang'd 
than in the Arms of another. 
Mach. But could'ſt thou bear to fee me hang'd? 
Lucy. O Macheath, J can never live to ſee that Day. 
Mach. You fee, Lucy; in the Account of Love you are in 


my Debt, and you mult now be convinc'd, that! rather chooſe 


to die than be another's. Make me, if poſſible, love thee 
more, and let me owe my Life to thee—— lt you refuſe to affiſt 
| 8 1 me, 


I had 
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me, Peachum and your Father will immediately put me bey ond 
all means of Eſcape. 

Lucy. My Father, I know, hath been drinking hard with the 
Priſoners : and I fancy he is now taking his Nap in his own 
Room If I can procure the Keys, ſhall I go off with thee, 
my Dear: 

Mach, If we are together, *twili be impoſſible to lie conceal'd. 
As ſoon as the Search begins to be a little cool, I will fend to 
thee Till then my Heart is thy Priſoner. 

Lucy. Come then, my dear Husband owe thy Life to 
me -and though you love me not be grateful, but 

that Pall runs in my Head ſtrangely. 


Mach, A moment of Time may make us unhappy for ever, 


AIR XL. The Laſs of Patie's Mill, 22 2 


1 
1 — — — 1 1 
1 T like the Fax ſhall grieve, 
I hoſe Mate hath left her Side, 
Il hem Hounds from Morn to Eve, 
Chaſe ver the Country wide, 
Ii hire can my Lover hide? 
IL here cheat the wary Pack : 5 
I Love be not his Guide, 
Fe never will come back | 


SLED 


ACT. 
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Exh, & Ip be fure, Wench, you muſt have been aiding and 
_ abettin® to help him to this Eſcape. 

Lucy. Sir, here hath been Peachum and his Daughter 

Polh, and to be ſure they know the Ways of Newgate as well 

as if they had been born and bred in the Place all their Lives. 
Why muſt all your Suſpicion light upon me ? 


Lick. Lucy, Lucy, I wil have none of theſe ſhuffling An- 
ſwers. 


Tucy. Well then= 
may bo burnt !. 


Lock. Keep Fr: Tae Lucy, or | ſhall pronounce you 
uilt 
5 "Ta Keep yours, Sir, l do wiſh I may be burnt. I do— 
And what can I ſay more to convince you 
Lok. Did he tip handſomly ? How much did he come 
down with ? Come, Huſly, don't chen your Father; and I ſhall 
not be angry with you Perhaps, you have made a better Bar- 


cain with him than I could have done How much, my g good 
Girl ? 


If I know any thing of him I wiſh I 


Lucy. You know, Sir, I am fond of him, and would have 
given Money to have kept him with me. 
Lack. Ah Lucy!“ thy Education might have put thee more 
upon thy Guard ; for a Girl! in the Bar of an Ale - houſe is always 
beſieg'd. 


| Lucy. Dear Sir, en not my Education for twas to 
that I owe my Rui 


E 2 AIR 
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AIR XII. If Loves ſweet Paſſion, Ec. 
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Fhen young at the Bar you firfl 1 me to ; Five, 


And bid me be free of my Lips, and no more 

I was kiſs d by the Parſon, the Squire, and the Sot. 
hen the Gueſt was departed, the Kiſs was forgot. 

But his Kiſs was ſo fiveet, and ſo cloſely he preſt, 

That 1 languiſt d and pin'd till J granted the reſt, 


| Tf you can forgive me, Sir, I will make a fair Confeſſion, for to 
be ſure he hath been a moſt barbarous Villain to me. | 
Lok, And ſo you have let him eſcape, Ruſſy ——Have you? 
Lucy, When a Woman loves! a kind Look, a tender Word can 
perſuade her to any thing And I could ask no other Bribe. 
Lock. Thou wilt always be a vulgar Slut, Lucy. If you 
would not be look'd upon as a Fool, you ſhould never do any 
thing but upon the foot of Intereſt. 'T hoſe that act otherwiſe | 
are their own Bubbles. 
Lucy. But Love, Sir, is a Misfortune that may happen to the 
| molt diſcreet Women, and in Love we are all Fools alike 
| Notwithſtanding all he ſwore, I am now fully convinc'd that 
bi Polly Peachum is actually his Wife. Did I let him eſcape, (Fool 
1 that I was !) to go to her? — Polly will wheed!e herſelf into his 
Money, and then Peachum will hang him, and cheat us both. 
| Lick. So I am to be ruin'd, becaule, forſooth, you muſt be 
in Love ! a very pretty Excuſe | 
Luc. i could murder that impudent happy Strumpet :—T gave 
| him bis Liſe, and that Creature enjoys the Sweets of it. Un- 
gratefu! Alacheath / x A 1 R | 
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AIR XLII. Sadb-Sea Ballad. 
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My Love is all Madref and Full : 
Alone I lie, 
T ofs, tumble, and cry, 
M hat a happy Creature is Polly! 
Mas Ger ſuch a TPretch as II 
FHith rage I redden like Scarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant Varlet, 
Stark blind to my Charms, 
1s Ioft in the Arms 
Of that Tilt, that inveigling Harlot ! 
Stark blind to my Chai ms, 
I lot in the Arms 
Of that Jil, that inveigling Harlot: 85 
This, this my Reſentment alarms. 


Lock. And ſo, after all this Miſchief, I muſt ſtay here to 1 


entertain'd with your Catterwauling, Mrs. Puſs! Out of my 


Sight, wanton Strumpet ! you ſhall faft and mortify yourlelf into 


Reaſon, with now and then a little handſom Diſcipline: to bring 
| Fu to your Senſes. Go. | 
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Peachum then intends to outwit me in this Affair; but I'll 
be even with him. 


— The Dog is Icaky in his Liquor, fo Fll 
L 3 ply 
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Lucy, 
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ply him that way, get the Secret from him, and turn this Affair 

to my own Advantage. —Lions, Wolves, and Vultures don't live 
together in Herds, Droves or Flocks.—Of all Animals of Prey, 

Man is the only ſociable one. Every one of us preys upon his 


Neighbour, and yet we herd together. —Peachum is my Compa- 


nion, my Friend. According to the Cuſtom of the World, in- 
deed, he may quote thouſands of Precedents for cheating me 


And ſhall not I make uſe of the Privilege of Friendſhip to oaks 


him a Return. 
AIR XLIII. Packington's Pound. 
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Tous Gameſlers united in Friendſhip are found, 
760m oh they kno that their Induſtry all is a Cheat 3 
They fcb io their Prey at the Dice-Box's Sound, 
And join to promite one anatner's Deccit. | 
But if by miſhap 
Trey fail of a Chap, 
To keep in their Hands, they each other entrap. 
Lide Pikes, lank with Hunger, who muſs of their Ends, 
They bite their Companions, and prey en their Friends, 


Now, Prachum, vou and I, like honeſt Tradeſmen, are ta 


have a fair Trial which of us two can over-reach the other. 
Hinter LEE: ] Are there any of Peachunt $ People 


NOW In the 3 


Lucy. Filct Sir, 1 is drinking a Quartern of Strong-Waters in 
he next Room with Black All. 


Lack, Bid him come io me. 
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Lacks Filch. 


Lock Why, Boy, thou lookeſt as if thou wert half ſtarv'd 3 
like a ſhotten Herring. 

Filch. One had need have the Conſlitution of a Horſe to go 
through the Buſineſs, —Since the favourite Child-getter was 
diſabled by a Miſhap, have pick'd up a little Money by help- 
ing the Ladies to a Pregnancy againſt their being call'd down to 
Sentence. But if a Man cannot get an honeſt Livelihood any 
eaſier way, I am fure, tis what 1 can't undertake for another 
Seſſion. 

Loch. Truly, if that great Man ſhould tip off, twould be an 
irreparable Loſs. The Vigor and Prowels of a Knight-Errant 
never ſav'd half the Ladies in Diſtreſs that he hath done. - 
Bur, Boy, canſt thou tell me where thy Maſter is to be found? 

Filth At his * Lock, Sir, at the Crocked Billet. 7 

Lok. Very well. —I have nothing more with you. [Ex. Filch.] 
III go to him there, for I have many important Affairs to ſettle 
with him; and in the way of thoſe Tranſactions, I'll artfully 
get into his Secret—So that Macheathß ſhall not remain a Day 

longer out of n my Clutches, | 


CLDCLDCLDCLYDIIGL N 2 SNN F 
SCENE Iv. A Gaming-Houſe. i 


2" Machcath ins fine tarniſh 'd Cant, Ben Budge, Matt of wwe "I 4 
| Mint. | 


Mach. 5 ſorry, Gentlemen, the Road was ſo barren of 
Money. When my Friends are in Difficulties, I am always glad L 
that my Fortune can be ſerviceable to them. [Gives them Money. ] ) 
You ſee, Gentlemen, I am not a mere Court Friend, who pro- | 
feſſes every thing and will do nothing. F 


* 4 Cant Il ord, hs 100485. a IE arehou/; where flolen Goods are de- | 
pejirea, | 
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The Hades of the ; Court fo common are grown, 
That a true Friend can hardly be inet; 
Friendihip for Intereſt is but a Loan, 
Which tine * tet out for wrt they can get. 
"Tis true, you find 
Same Þriends jo rind, 
Fro will pie you good Conriſtl themſelues to ae efend, 
5 2858 Diliy, 
70% promije, thy pity 
But ſp:ft for your M7; 2 Poa 012 Fr iend 15 Friend. 


5 Bet y we „Gentlemen, Rs 1110 Honour enough to break through 
the C orrupt ions of the World, 


And while L can ſerve you, 
you may command me, 

Ben. It grieves my Heart that ſo generous a Man ſhould be in- 
volv'd in ſuch Difficulties, as ob lige him to live with ſuch al 
Company, and herd with Gan elters. 

Matt. See the Partiality of M unkind 


One Man may fteal 


2 Horſe, better than another look over a Hedge, ——Of all Me- 


chanics, of all ſervile Handicrafſts-men, a Gameſter is the vileſt. 
But yet, as many of the Quality are of the Proſeffion, he is ad- 


| mitted amongſt the politeſt Company. I wonder we are not more 


reſpected, 
Aach. There will be deep Play to- night at 1 bono, and con- 
ſequently Money may be pick d up upon the Road. lulect me 
$i, 5 and I'll give you the Hint who is worth Setting. 
Alutt. The Fellow with a brown Coat with a narrow Gold 
Binding, T ain told, is never without Money, 
Tac 3 \V hat do you mea in. Latte — Sure you will not think 


of meddling with hin:! He's 2 god hone?) wind of a Fellow, 
and one of us. | 


Ber, 
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Ben. To be ſure, Sir, we will put ourſelves under your Di- 
rection. 
Mach. Have an Eye upon the Money-Lenders. A Reuleou, 
or two, would prove a pretty fort of an Expedition, I hate Ex- 
tortion. | | 

Matt. Thoſe Rowleaus are very pretty Things. I hate your 
Bank Bills.- —T here is ſuch a Hazard in putting them off. 

Mach. There is a certain Man of Diſtinction, who in his Time 
hath nick'd me out of a great deal of the Ready. He is in my 
Caſh, Ben; "Il point him out to you this Evening, and you 
ſhall draw upon him for the Debt. ——The Company : are met 
i hear the Dice-Box in the other Room, So, Gentlemen, your 
Servant. You'll meet me at Mary: bone. 


FF 
SCENE V. Peachum's Lock. 
4 Table with IVine, Brandy, Pipes and Tobacco, 


Peachum, Lockit. 


Loch. The Coronation Account, Brother Peachum, | is of ſoi in- 
tricate a nature, that I believe it will never be ſettled. 

Peach. It conſiſts indeed of a great Variety of Articles. 
It was worth to our People, in Fees of different kinds, 8 ten 


Inſtalments. This is part of the Account, Brother, that 
lies open before us. 1 


Lock. A Lady's Tail of rich Brocade-- 
diſpos'd of. 

Peach. To Mrs. Diana Trapes, the Tally-Woman, and ſhe. 
will make a good Hand on't in Shoes and Slippers, to trick out 
young Ladies, upon their going into Keeping. 

Loch. But I don't ſee any Article of the Jewels. 

Peach, Thoſe are ſo well known that they muſt be ſent 
abroad—You'll find them enter'd under the Article of OP | 
tion. As for the Snuftf- Boxes, Watches, Swords, Sc. 
I thought it beſt to enter them under their ſeveral Heads. 

- Lock. Seven and twenty Women's Pockets complete; with 
the ſeveral things therein contain d; : all Seal'd, Number'd, and 
Enter'd. 

Peach. But, Brother, it is :mpoſkible for us now to enter upon 
this Aﬀair, —We ſhould have the whole Day before us.—Befides, 
the Account of the laſt Half Year's Plato! is in a Book by itſelf, 

which lies at the other Office. 


2 | Lack. 


| -that, I ſee, is 


— 
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Lick. Bring us then more Liquor To- day ſhall be for Plea- 
ſure—To-morrow for Buſineſs—Ah, Brother, thoſe Daughters 


of ours are two ſlippery Huſhes -Keep a watchful Eye upon 
Polly, and Macheath in a Day or two fhall be our own again. 


AIR XLV. Down in the North Country, &c. 
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Lock. What Gudreons are we Men ! 
Ev'ry Weiman's eaſy Prey. 

Though we have felt the Hook, agen 

Me bite and they betray, 


The Bird that hath been trapt, 
hen he hears his calling Mate, 

To ber he fiies, again he's clapt 
Il thin the wiry Grate. 


Peach. But what ſignifies catching the Bird, If your Daughter 
Lucy will ſet open the Door of the Cage! 85 
Lock. If Men were anſwerable for the Follies and Frailties 
of their Wives and Daughters, no Friends could keep a good 
Correſpondence together for two Days. his is unkind of 


vou, Brother; for among good Friends what they lay or do 
goes for nothing. 


E „ter | a $ erbaut. 


Serv. dir, here's Mis. Diana a Trafes wants to ſpeak with you. 
Peach, Shall we admit her, Brother Lockit sf. - 

lic. by all means, —— She's a good Cuſtomer, and a fine- 
ſpoken Waeman— And a Woman who drinks and talks fo 
freely, will enliven the Converſation. 


Huch. Deſire her to walk in. [Exit Servant. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 


Peachum, Lockit, rs. F 


Peach. Deas Mrs. Dye, your Servant 
your Kiſs, that your Ginn is excellent. 
Fruyapes. I was always very curious in my Liquors. 
Lock. There is no perfum'd Breath Jike it—l have been long 
acquainted with the Flavour of thoſe Lips—Han't I, Mrs. Dye. 


Trapes. Fill it up [ take as large Draughts of RICE, as 
I did of Love. I hate a Flincher in either. 


ATR ALIVE A OO 5 Sheep, Se. 


One may know by 


— — "moon | My 3 


1 0 


7 1783 | | . 1 5 
— I We hl 8 = — 
1 e . 


: ; 3 125 Funk 2 
e h ” s 
N KP 1 | | Av 
2 | SURE TE ian bf — a 
Ei —] l | 
3 1 3 = 
« _— — . ee ” CI 
= | 5 WT! 15 dn e oy Re, m 3 
0 0 | | 
bs = 2 1 
7 


Like a Sparrow at all times was ready for Love, fa, la, la, ec. 
The L Life of all Mortali in Kifſmg ſpould paſs, 
Lip to Lip while we're young—then the Lip to the Glaſs, fa, la, &c. 


But now, Mr. Peachum, to our Buſineſs. If you have Blacks 


of any kind, brought in of late; Mantozs-—Velvet Scarfs— 
ee it be what it will—I am your Chap—for all 
my Ladies are very fond of Mourning. 

Peach. Why, look ye, Mrs. Dye you deal fo hard with 
us, that we can afford to give the Gentlemen, who venture thcir 
Lives for the Goods, little or nothing. 
| Trapes. The hard Times oblige me to go very near in my 
Dealing. To be ſure, of late Vears 1 have been a great Sufferer 
by the Parliament. —Three thouſand Pounds would hardly make 
me amends. The Act for de troying the Mint, was a ſevere 
Cut upon our Buſineſs- "Fill then, if a Cuſtomer ſtept out 


4 | of 


In the Days of my Yeuth I could bill like a Dove, fa, la, la, &c. 
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of the way — we knew where to have her No doubt you know 
Mrs. Coaxer there's a Wench now {till *to-day) with a good 
Suit of Clothes of mine upon her Back, and I could never {et 
Eyes upon her for three Months together, Since the Act too 
againſt Impriſonment for ſmall Sums, my Loſs there too hath 
been very conſiderable, and it muſt be ſo, when a Lady can borrow 
a bandſom Petticoat, or a clean Gown, and I not have the leaſt 


Hank upon her! And, o'my Conſcience, now-a-days moſt Ladies 


take a Delight in cheating, when they can do it with Safety. 


Peach. Madam, you had a handſom Gold Watch of us t'other 


Day tor ſeven Guineas,—Conſidering we muſt have our Profit.— 
To a Gentleman upon the Road, a Gold arch will be ſcarce 
worth the taking. 

Tapes. Conſider, Mr. Pacha that Watch was remarkable, and 
not of very ſafe Sa UE, 2508 you have any black Velvet Scarfs—they 
are i handiom Viner-wear, and take with moſt Gentlemen who 
deal with my . Lis Ithat put the Ladies upon a 

ood Foot. Tis not Youth or Beauty that fixes their Price. The 
Gentle always pay according to their Dreſs, from half a 
Crown to two Guineas; and yet thoſe Huſſies make nothing of 
bilking of me Then too, allowing for Accidents. I have 
eleven fine Cuſtomers now down under the Surgeon's Hands 


what with Fees and other Expences, there are great Goings- out, 


and no Comings in, and not a Farthing topay for at leaſt a Month's 
We run reat Riſques great Riſques indeed. 

each. As rememb 
Mrs. Ceaxer. 
„ -Trapes.. Yes, Sir. To be ſure I Aripe her of a Suit of my own 
Clothes about two Hours ago; and have left her as ſhe ſhould be, 
in her Shift, with a Lover of hers at my Hoyſe. She call'd him 
up Stairs, as he was going to Mary-bore in a klack kney Coach. — 
And! hope, ſor her own ſake and mine, ſhe will periuade the Cap- 


1 ing. 


. I: 


tain to redsein her, for the Captain is very generous to the Ladies. 


Lick. What Captain? 

Trapes. He thought did not know him An intimate Ac- 
quaintance of yours, Mr. Poachum— Only Captain Aintheath— 
as fine as 2 Lord. 

Peach. Tomorrow, dear Mrs. * vou all fet your own 
Price upon any of the Goods you like——=We have at ſeaſt half a 
Dozen Velv ot Scarfs, and all at your Service. Will you give me 
leave to make you A Preſent of this Suit of Night-clothes or your 
own Wearing! But are you ſure it is Captain Zacreatrh, 


* 


Trapes. 1 Koch be thinks I have forgot him; no body knows 
him better. I have taken a creat deal of the Captain's Money 
in my Time at ſecond-hand, for he always lov'd to havehis Ladies 
well dreſt. Peach. 


er, you laid Jomething Juſt now of 
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Peach. Mr. Lickit and I have a little Buſineſs with the Cap- 
tain; You underſtand me———and we will ſatisfy you for 
Mrs. Coaxer's Debt. 

Lock. Depend upon it — we will deal like Men of Honour. 

Trapes. | don't enquire after your Affairs ſo whatever hap» 
pens, I waſh my Hands on't——lt hath always been my Maxim, 
that one Friend ſhould aſſiſt another But if you pleaſc— I'll 
ta ke one of the Scarfs home with me. Tis always good to have 
ſomething in Hand. 


8 E N E VII. Newgate. 


Lucy. 5 
Jealouſy, Rage, Love and Fear are at once tearing me to pieces, 
How I am weather-beaten and ſhatter'd with Diftreſles |! 


ATR XLVII. One Evenine, having loſt my Way, &c. 
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Pm like a Stiff on the Ocean foft, -. - 


Noto high, now lato, with each Billow born, 
Fin her Rudder broke, and her Anchor !oft, 
Deſerted and all foriarn. 
I bile thus I lie rolling and teſſing all Night, 
_ That Polly lies ſporting on Seas of Delight ! 
Revenge, Revenge, Revenge, 


drail apt my rigiiehe Spirit, 


———2— 2 — 
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I have the Rats-bane ready. I run no Riſque ; for I can lay her 
Death upon the Ginn, and ſo many die of that naturally that I 
ſhall never be call'd in queſtion. —But ſay, 1 were to be hang'd. 
I never could be hang'd for any thing that would give me 
greater Comfort, than the poiſoning that Slut. 


. Enter Filch. 
Filch. Madam, here's Miſs Polly come to wait upon you: 
Lucy. Show her in. 
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. Lucey, Polly. 
Lucy. Dear Madam, your Servant. — I hope you will pardon 
my Paſſion, when I was ſo happy to ſee you laſt. ———T was fo 
over-run with the Spleen, that l was perfectly out of myſelf. 
And really when one hath the Spleen, every thing is to be excus'd 
by a Friend. IS Du 


AIR XLVII. Now Reger, I'll tell thee becauſe thou'rt my Son. 
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M ben a Wife's in her Pont, 
(As ſhe's ſometimes, no deubt;) 
The good Husband as meet as a Lamb, 
Her Japours to ſtill, 
Firſt grants her ber Fill, 
And the quieting Draueht is a Dram. Pact Alan ! 
Anil the quieting Draught is a Dram. . 
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conciliation. 

Polly. J have no Excuſe for my own Behaviour, Madam, but 
my Misfortunes. And really, Madam, I ſuffer too upon your 
Account. 

Lucy. But, Miſs Polly in the way of Friendſhip, will you 


give me leave to propoſe a Glaſs of Cordial to you ? 


Polly. Strong-W aters are apt to give me the Head- ache 


1 hope, Madam, you will excuſe me. 
Lucy. Not the greateſt Lady in the Land could have better in 
her Cloſet, for her own private drinking g.— Tou ſeem mighty 
low in Spirits, my Dear. 

Poly. J am ſorry, Madam, my Health will not allow me to 
accept of your Offer, — I ſhould not have left you in the rude 


manner I did when we met laſt, Madam, had not my Papa 
I was indeed ſomewhat 
provok'd, and perhaps might uſe ſome Expreſſions that were dif- 
But really, Madam, the Captain treated me with _ 
ſo much Contempt and Cruelty, that deſerv'd your Pity, rather 


haul'd me away fo unexpectedly 


reſpectful. 


than your Reſentment, 

Luq. But ſince his Eſcape, no doubt all Matters are made up 
again. 
he loves you as if you were only his Miſtreſs. 


Pally. Sure, Madam, you cannot think me fo happy as to be 
A Man is always afraid of a 


the object of your Jealouſy. 
Woman who loves him too well— 
neglected and avoided, 


Luc. Then our Cafes, my dear Poly, are FE alike, Both 
of as indecd have been too fond. 


ſo that I muſt expect to be 


1 


AIR 


I wiſh all our Quarrels might have ſo comfartable a Re- 
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Ah Polly ! Polly ! tis T am the unhappy Wife; and 
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AIR XLIX. O B Bell 
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Polly. A Curſe attend that Woman's Love, 
Tha always would be pleaſmg, 
Lucy. The Perineſs of the billing Dove, T 
Like Tickling, is but teazing, | 2 
Polly. I hat then in Love can Woman do: 
Lucy. ve grow fond they ſhun us. 1 | 
Polly. And when wwe fly them, they purſue © 
Lucy. But leave us when they've wm us. 
Lucy. Love is ſo very whimſical in both Sexes, that it is im- i 


poſſible to be laſting. —But my Heart is particular, and contradicts 
my own Obſervation. | 

Polly. But really, Miſtreſs Lucy, by his laſt Behaviour, I think 
IT ought to envy you. When I was forc'd from him, he did 
not ſhew the leaſt Tenderneſs. —— But perhaps, he hath a Heart 
not capable of | it. 


825 


ATR 
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AIR L. Would Fate to me Belinda give. 
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Among the Men, Coquettes we find, 
l ho court by turns all TYoman-tind ; 
And we grant all their Hearts defir'd, 
l hen they are flatter'd, and admir d. 


The Coquettes of both Sexes are Self-lovers, and that is a Love 
no other whatever can diſpoſſeſs. I hear, my dear Lucy, our 
Husband is one of thoſe. en, | | 
_ Away with theſe melancholy Reflections, —indeed, my 
dear 


upon you to accept of my Offer. BS, 
AIR LI. Come, ſweet Laſs. 


fe 


| 


Come, facet Laſs, 
Let's baniſh Sorrow 
Till To- morremv; 
Come, ſibeet Laſs, 
Let's take a chirping Glaſs. 
K. ine 


oily, we are both of us a Cup tco low. Let me prevail 


e N n % 
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IV ine can clear 

The Vapours of Deſpair 

And make us light as Air ; 
Then drink, and baniſh Care, 


T can't bear, Child, to fee you in ſuch low Spirits. —And I muſt 
perſuade you to what I know will do you good. —I ſhall now ſoon 
be even with the hypocrytical Strumpet. [ A/ide, 
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Polly. 


All this Wheedling of Lucy cannot be for nothing. — At this 
time too! when I know ſhe hates nie The Diſſembling of a 
Woman is always the Forerunner of Miſchief.—- By pouring 
Strong-Waters down my Throat, ſhe thinks to pump ſome 8 
crets out of me. Ill be upon my Guard, and won't taſts 

a Lap of her er Pm reſolv'd. 


SC eee IE LDOLDGL VINE WIE 
SCENE XL 


Lucy, with Strong-Maters. Polly. 


Lucy. Come, Miſs Polly, 

0 % . Indeed, Child, you have given yourſelf trouble to no 
purpoſe. You muſt, my Dear, excuſe me. 

Lucy. Really, Miſs Pally, you are as ſqueamiſhly affected about 
taking a Cup of Strong- Waters as a Lady before Company, 1 
Vow, Polſy, I ſhall take it monſtrouſly ill if you refuſe me. Brandy 
and Men (though Women love them ever ſo well) are always 
taken by us with ſome Reluctance—unleb 'tis in private. 

Pilly. I proteſt, Madam, it Ses againſt me. What do I 

fee! Maheath again in Cuſtody !- Now every Glimm' ring of 
Happinels is loft. [ Drops the Glaſs of Liquor on the Ground, 

Lucy. Since things are thus, I'm glad the Wench hath eſcap'd: 
for by this Event, tis plain, ſhe was not happy enough to deſerve 
to be po. ſon'd. | 


SCENE 


AQ III. The BEGGAR's OPERA. 83 


. XI. 
Lockit, Macheath, Peachum, Lucy, Polly. 


Lick. Set your Heart to reſt, Captain.—— You have neither 
the Chance of Love or Money for another Eſcape, 
are order'd to be call'd down upon your Trial immediately. 

Peach. Away, Huflics!—This is not a Time for a Man to be 
hamper'd with his Wives — You ſee, the Gentleman! is in Chains 
already. 


Lucy. O Husband, Husband: my Heart long d to {ce thee; but 
to ſee thee thus diſtracts me? 
Polly. Will not my dear Husband look upon his 2 ? Why 


hadſt e not flown to me for Protection? with me e thou hadit 
been ſafe. 
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Polly. Hither, dear Husband, turn your Eyes. 
Lucy. Beſtoto one Glance to leer me. 
Polly. Think with that Loa, thy Polly dies. 
Lucy. O fhun me not but hear me. 
Polly. 775 Polly eh, 
Lucy. —'Tis Lucy ſpeaks. 
Polly. Hs thus true Love requited? 
Lucy. My Heart is burſling. 
Polly, — Mine too breats. 
Lucy.” Mult {- 
Polly. ——— 4/1 I be ſlighted ? 
| | F 2 Attach, 
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| Hach. What would you have me ſay, Ladies? You ſee 
| this Affair will ſoon be at an end, without my diſobliging either 
| of you. 
R Peach. But the ſettling this Point, Captain, might + aches a 
| Law-Suit between your two Widows. 


A IR LOT. Tom Tinter's my true Love. 
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Mach. J 2 Way 2 [ turn me "= can I decide? 
Ilſtves, the Day of our Death, are as fond as a Bride. 
One IVife is too much for moſt Husbands to hear, 
But two at a time there's no mortal can bear, 
This way, and that way, and which way I will, 
What would comfort the one, i other TVife would tale ill. 


a T———. 


Polly. But if his own Misfortunes have made him inſenſible to 
mine A Father ſure will be more compaſſionate Dear, 
dear i fink the material Evidence, and bring him of at his 
Trial- Pally upon heg Knees begs it of you. 


AIR 
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AIR LIV. I am a poor Shepherd undone. 


TI a . E 
e 
an — HP 
IE : 
— 
4 
70 
f 8 N — N | —> 2 | 
= | . . . L £ « 
IVhen my Herbe in Court appears, 
And ſlands arraign'd for his Life 
Then think of poor Polly's Tears ; 
For Ah ! poor Polly's bis Mise. 
Like the Sailor he holds up his Hand, 
 Diftre/l on the daſhing Wave. j 
To die a dry Death at Land, ö 
I as bad as a watry Grave, | 
And alas, poor Polly! | 
Aach, and well-a-deuy ! | 
Before I was in Love, | Al 
Oh every Month was May, | 
Lucy. If Peachum's Heart is harden'd ; ſure you, Sir, will | 8 
have more Compaſſion on a Daughter. il know the Evidence ifs 
is in your Power, —— How then can you be a Tyrant to me:? 


[ Kneeling. 


86 The BEGGARS OPERA. Add III. 


A I R LV. ZHanthe the lovely, Cc. 
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Ii Jen he holds up his Hand arraign'd fer his Life, 
O think of your Daughter, and think I'm his Wife ! 
[hat are Canins, or Bombs, or claſhing of Swords ? 
For Death is me certain by Witneſſes Wards. 

Then nail up their Lips; that dread Thunder allay; 

And each Month of my Life will hereafter be May. 


——— We know our own 

Affairs, therefore let us have no more Whimpering or Whining. 
AIR LVI. A Cobler there was, Sc. 
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Lk. Macheath's Time is come, Lg. 


Curfſeſves, lite the Great, to ſecure a Retreat, 
Il hin Matters require it, nut give up gur Gang: 
Anil god reaſon why, 
Or, inflead if the Fry, 


P:*; Peachum a. | | Like 
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Like poor petty Raſcals, might hang, hang ; ; 
Like poor petty Raſcals, might hang, 


87 


Peach. Set your Heart at reſt, Polly.——Y our Husband 3 is to 
die to- day. Therefore if you are not already provided, 'tis 
high time to look about for another. There's Comfort for you, 
you Slut. 

Lock, We are ready, Sir, to conduct you to the Old Bail. 


AIR LVII. Bonny Dundee. EY 
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I ach. The Charge is prepar'd ; the 3 are Fs 
The Judges all 1 (a terrible Show 57 

I go, undiſmay'd.—— For Death is a Debt, 
A Debt on Than o take what I owe. 
Then farewel, my Love. Dear Charmers, adieu. 
Contented I die Tis the better for you. 

Here ends all Diſputes the reſt of our Lives, 

Far this way. at once I N all my Mives. 


Now, Gentlemen, I am ready to attend you. 
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Lucy, Polly, Fick. „ 
Paly. Follow them, Filch, to the Court. And when the Trial 


is over, bring me a particular Account of his Behaviour, and of 
every thing that happen'd—You'll find me here with Miſs Lucy. 
[ Exit Filch. ] But why is all this Muſick ? 
Lucy. The Priſoners, whoſe Trials are put off till next Ene 
are diverting themſelves, 
1 4 uh. 
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Pi. Sure there is nothing ſo charming as Muſick! I'm fond 


of it to Diſtraction ! But alas ! now, all Mirth ſeems an 
Inſult upon my AMiction. -Let us retire, my dear Lucy, and 
indulge our Sorrows, The noiſy Crew, you ſee, are coming 


upon us. [Exeunt. 


A Dance of Priſoners in Chains, &c. 
©33S33838898 888889888888 
S CEN E XIII. Thr Condemned Held! 


Macheath, in a melancholy Poſiure. 
AIR LVIII. Happy Groves. 
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O cruel, crucl, cruel Cuſe! 


Muft I ſuffer this Diſerace? 


AIR IIx. Or all the Giils that are fo ſmart. | 
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8 
all the Friends in time of Grief, 


ben threutning Death looks grimmer, 


Nt one fo ſure can bring Relief, 


Al 


As this beft Friend, a Brimmer. [Drinks. 
AIR LX. Brits ſtrike home. 
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Siuce I muſt [ring I ſcorn, I ſcorn to wince or whine, [Riſes. 


AIR 
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AIR LXI; Chevy Chaſe. 
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But nato again my Spirits ſinks — ” : 
PII raiſe them high with Mine. [Drinks a Glaſs of Wine. 


AIR LXIL To old Sir Simen the King. 


— K 
OT E — 
= = AF, 7 
ä — 
D 
% Oi og 


Bur 4 as the flringer grows, 
The flronger Liquor we'er drinking ; 
And how can we feel our Moes, 


l hen we've loft the Trouble of Thinking Ibs. 
AIR LAM Joy 00 Great Cer. = 
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= thus A Man can die 


Much bolder with Brandy. (Pours out a 8 of Brandy. 
AIR LXIV. There was an old Woman. 
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89 1 drink off this Bumper. And now I can ſland the Tot. 


And my Comrades ſhall ſee, that I die as brave as the Þe/! 
| 17 


AIR 
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AIR LXV. Did you ever hear of a gallant Sailor. 


—— no 
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But can J leave my pretty Huſſies, 
Without one Tear, or tender doo ? 


A! R LXVI. Why are mine i Eye Rill flowing, 
2 | MO 


* 


2 H : EN — g ty 
Their Eyes, their Lips, their Buſſes 5 
Recall my Faun. muſt I die ! 


A IK: LXVII Green Sleeves. 
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Since Laws were made for ev'ry Degree, 
To curb Vice in others, as well as me, 
I wonder we han t better Company, 
Den Tyburn Tree!“ 
But Gold from Law can take out the Sting ; 
And if rich Men like us were to ſwing, 
Tu d thin the Land, ſuch Numbers to fring 
Upon T'yburn Tree / 


Failor. Some Friends of yours, Captain, defire to be admitted 
I leave you together. 
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Jy c E N E XIV. 
Macheath, Ben Budge, Matt of the Mint, 


Mach. For my having broke Priſon, you ſee, Gentlemen, I am 
order'd immediate Execution. — The Sheriff's Officers, I believe, 
are now at the Door. That emmy Twitcher ſhould peach me, 
I own ſurpris'd me! —— Tis a plain Proof that the World is all 
alike, and that even our Gang can no more truſt one another than 
bother People. Therefore, I beg you, Gentlemen, look well to 


yourſelves, for in all probability you may live ſome Months longer. 
Matt. We are heartily ſorry, Captain, for your Misfortune.- — 


But tis what we muſt all come to. 


Mach. Peachum and Lockit, you know, are infamous Scoun- 
drels. Their Lives are as much in your Power, as yours are in 


| theirs. —Remember your dying Friend | Tis my laft Re- 


queſt. Bring thoſe Villains to the Gallows before you, and 
1 am ſatisfied. 


Matt. We'll do't. 


Jailor. Mifs Polly and Miſs Lucy intreat a Word with you. 
Aach. Gentlemen, adieu. 


as,ͤͤͥͤ ¼ aeαᷣͤ%Te, 
$ CR N XY, 


Lucy, Macheath, Polly. 
Mach. My dear Lucy My dear Polly 
paſs'd between us is now at an end 


ing again, the beſt Advice I can give you, is to Ship yourſelves oft 
for the Ie /t- Indies, where you'll have a fair Chance of getting 


Whatſoever hath 


a2 Husband a- piece, or by good Luck, two or three, as you like 


beſt. 
Pally. How can 1 ſupport this sight! 


Tuch. There is nothing moves one ſo much as a great Man in 
Diſtreſs. 


AIR 


It you are fond of marry- 


S 
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AIR LXVIII, All you that muſt take a Leap, &c. 
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Lucy: Fill J might be hang !? 
Polly. — — - And I would þ too 
1 be 75 be hang d with 56. 
Polly. — — Its Dear, with you. 


Mach. C leave me to » Thought I fear ! I doubt! 


: Polly. No Tolen of Love? 


8 Lucy. No Token of Love? © 
= Polly. = | Adieu. 


1 tremble I drop — See, my Courage is out. 
{Turns up the © (Hey Bottle. 


Mach. See, my Courage is out. 
| (2908 up the empty Pot. ” 


Lucy. me Farewell, 
Mach. 7 7 ſ 7 ki the Toll Us the Bell, 


Chorus, Tal de rol lat, &c. 


Here 


Jailor. Fout Women more, Captain, with a Child apiece ! 


See, here they come. © [Enter Women and Children. 


Mach, W hat- 


four Wives more! This is too much —- 


tell the Sheriff's Officers I am ready, 
[Zxit Macheath guarded, 
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To them, Enter Player and Beggar. 


Play. But, honeſt Friend, I hope you don't intend that Mac- 
beath ſhall be really executed. 

Beg. Moſt certainly, Sir.—To make the Piece perfect, I was 

for doing ſtrict poetical Juſtice. —acheath is to be hang'd; and 


. forthe other Perſonages of the Drama, the Audience muſt have 


ſuppos'd they were all either hang'd or tranſported. 

Play. Why then, Friend, this is a downrightdeep Tragedy The 
| Cataſtrophe is manifeſtly wrong, for an Opera muſt end heppily. 
Bes. Your Objection, Sir, is s very juſt, and is eaſily remov'd. 
For you muſt Ale that in this kind of Drama, *tis no matter 
how abſurdly things are brought about—So—you Rabble there— 
run andery, A Reprieve let the Priſoner be brought back to 

his Wives in Triumph. 

Play. All this we nul do,to comply with the Tafte of the Tons, 

Beg. Through the whole Piece you may obſerve ſuch a Simili- 
tude of Manners in high and low Life, that it is difficult to deter- 
mine whether (in the falhionable Vices) the fine Gentlemen imi- 
rate the Gentlemen of the Road, or the Gentlemen of the Road 
the fine Gentlemen. Had the Play remained, as Iat firſt intended, 
it would have carried a moſt excellent Moral. Twould have 
ſhewn that the lower Sort of People have their Vices in a degree 
--AG well as the Rich: And that my are puniſh” 4 for them. 


5 6 E XVII. | 


27 them, Macheath © With Rabble, Ec. 


Mach. So, it ſeems, am not left to my Choice, but muſt avs 
2 Wife at laſt. Look ye, my Dears, we will have no Con- 
troverſy now. Let us give this Day to Mirth, and I am ſure ſne 
who thinks herſelf my Wiſe will teſtify her Joy by a Dance. 
All. Come, a Dance — a Dance. 
Math. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to pere 3 
Partner to each of you. And (if Imay without Offence) for this 
time, I take Polly for mine.——And for Life, you Slut, — for we 
were really marry'd, As for the reſt. But at preſent keep your 


_ own Secret. [72 Polly. 
A DAN C E. 


AIR 
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AIR LXIX. Lumps of Pudding, c. 
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Thus I Hand like the T urk, with his Doxies around; 
From all Sides their Glances his Paſſion confaund; 
For Black, Brown, and Fair, his Inconſtancy burns, 

And the different Beauties ſubdue him by turns : 
Each calls forth her Charms to provoke his Defires + 
Though willing to all, with but one he retires, 

But think of this Maxim, and put off your Sirrow, 


The Mretch of To-day, may be happy Ta-marrou. 
Chon, But think of this Maxim, &c. 
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